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USIC appears to have been. one of 
| M the moſt ancient arts; and, of ali 
! others, vocal muſic muſt undoubtedly 
| have been the firſt kind. Plutarch 
aſcribes the firſt invention of muſic to 
the god Apollo, and has always been 
in great eſteem araong all nations, not 
ouly for the innocent entertainment it 
affords, but the powerful effects and 
agreeable influences it has over the 
mind; it raiſes a variety of ſublime | 
pleaſures ; it pacifies wrath, calms the a 
paſſions, and fills the mind with a love 
of virtuous actions. The favourable 
reception of the firſt edition of this 
book, and the frequent demands for it 
fince it became ſcarce, encouraged the x 
Editor ro offer the preſent Collection, 
greatly enlarged, and adapted to every | 
[pceics of fingers. The Editor has had 
recourſe to moſt of the ſong-books 
publiſhed in the three kingdoms. Such 
of the old longs as have firmly ſtood 
the reſt of approbation are retained, 
while thoſe that would rank better in 
a 


5 Q 


_ 
** AY 


W RRR 2244 n 
„ * 5 


— — —ů— 
* * 


— 


—— = — 
— — —— — —— — * — 


+ 
= „ 
— „ 
—— —0 <<. <a ea... — 
* — — 4 
” 


i EET F ACE 


a collection of poems are entirely ex- 
punged. Beſides a vaſt number of mo- 
dern tongs of real merit inſerted in this 
Collection, will be found the new ſongs 
fung ar the Public Gardens ſince the 
firſt publication; likewiſe a few favour 


rite cantatas, catches and glees; to which 


13 added a number of original toaſts and 
{ſentiments not to be met witli in any 
other book. As there has been fre- 


quent complaints, that publications of 


this kind frequently abound with ri- 
baldry and indecency, the greateſt care 
has been paid in ſelecting, totally to 
exclude every thing that would have 
the ſmalleſt tendency to corrupt the 
morals or offend the car of the moſt 
delicate reader. 

Ho far the Editor's endeavours have 
been ſucceſsful in rendering this Col- 
lection an agreeable companion to the 
ſocial mind, he muſt leave to the deter- 
mination of rhe Public. 


Edinburgh, , 
November 1782. 
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5 A. Page 

1 S Damon and Phiiljs were feeding their ſheep, 9 

. alk you who is ſinging here, 40 

* All hail to the day that merits more praiſe, 42 

4 At the brow of the hili a fair ſnepherdeſs dwelt, 48 

| As now my bloom comes on apace, 7k 

| As thro” the green meadow I chanced to pal, 74 

. Attend all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to my lay, ib. 

| Awake my love with genial ray, 83 

A dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 100 

Adieu ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, 103 

Alas ! when charming Sylvia's gone, 114 

Amidſt a roſy bank of flowers, 117 

At noon-tide as Colin and Sylvia lay, 118 

As bringing nome the other day, 127 

A term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy, 133 

| As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his' way, 138 

- 1 A friend of mine came here yeſtreen, 141 

> Aſk if yon damalk roſe be ſweet, 144 

f | Away to the field, ſee the morning looks gray, 149 

a Alas, my ſon, you little know, 177 
a As Hebe was "tending her ſheep Cother day, 184 

6 Alexis ſhun'd his fellow ſwains, 187 

As on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd, 269 

- As Patie came up frae the gen, 246 

e As down on the cowſflip dale I ſtray'd, 213 

Ah! ſure a pair was never ſeen, 243 

Ar Totterdown hill chere dwelt an old pair, 257 

As I was a walking one morning ſo fair, 259 

As I was ganging o'er the lee, 262 

As down on Banne's barks I ſtray" d, 264 

A parſon who had the remarkable fuible, 274 

B. 

Buſy humble bee am I, 14 

Blithe young Bels to Jean a did ſay, 49 

By the lide of u itream at the foot of a hill, 64 

a 3 
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Page 
Beneath a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain, - 6 
Britons, loyal and bold, 79 
| Bright Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 99 
By Pinky houſe oft let me Walle, 108 
By the gayly circling glaſs, 117 
Behold rhis feir goblet, "twas carv'd from the tree, 154 
Behold from many a hoſtile ſhore, 163 
But are you ſure the news is true, 17 
4 Braw lads of Galla water, 182 
' By (ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 221 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 244 
| p Blirheſt lads and laſſes gay, 2 3 
Lol Behold from far what tidings are brought, 280 
| 
| e 
|. Come live with me, and be my love, 5 
5 Come hear me, my boy, haſt a mind to live long, 23 
q Contented all day I will fit by your fide, 27 
Come, gie's a fang the Jady cries, 43 
? Come haſte to the wedding ye friends and ye neighbours, 64 F 
Come cheer up my leds, 'tis to glory we ſteer, 66 | 
Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt'ripg railer, 68 
Coming home with my mik the young *ſquire I met, 75 | 
| Come all ye young lovers who wan with deſpair, 31 | 
j | Come jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 24 
A\; Come, come my good ſhepherds, 86 1 ] 
{/''  %ome Colin, pride of rural ſwains, v8 Ip ] 
© BY: Come, Amanda, charming creature, 159 3 ] 
Bl | 3 Come gentle god of ſoft repoſe, 203 2 1 
1 | Cupid god of ebou bow, 262 . F 
* Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine, 272 2 F 
1 : 
1 D. 1 
| | Down by yon ſhady grove, 83 F 
Ty De'il tak? the wars that hurried Billy from me, 137 F 
i Dear Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes, 142 F 
"y Do you hear, brother (portiinan, | 150 F 
760 Donald's a ſhentleman, an' evermore ſhall, 176 
1 Down the burn and thru“ the mead, 199 
1 Dear Tom, this brown jug that now fuams with If 


| mild ale, | ' 215 
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IND X. v 
; | E. Page 
; Ere Phoebus ſha!l peep on the freſli- budding flow'r, 16 
Encompaſs'd in an angel's frame, 251 
F. 
7 Fill me a bowl, 2 mighty bowl, 16 
From Rollin Caſtle's echoing walls, 55 
For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove, 107 
For the lack of gold ſhe has left me, 198 
From ſweet bewitching tricks of love, 129 
Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive, 14; 
G, 
Guardian angels hov'ring near me, 37 
Gay Damon long ittudy'd my heart, 147 
Guardian angels now protect me, 16t 
Gin I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, 178 
u. | 
How hard is the fortune of all womankind, 56 | 
| | How happy a lover's life paſſes, 63 
| 3 How happy were my days till now, 70 
4 How dare you, bold Strephon, preſume thus to prate, 82 
| 4 How bleſt has my time been, 128 | 
| 1 How happy is he, whoe'er he be, 1 \ 
1 E How little do the-landſmen know, 143 
L I How glorious their virtue, 151 
3 9 Hopeleſs ſtill, in ſilent anguich, 162 
9 I Herſell pe Highland jhentleman, | | 174 
5 How pleaſing glides our morn of youth, 186 ' 
2 ; How imperfect is expreilion, 207 
2 I How {(weet is the woodland with fleet hound and 
8 horn, | 208 
: Here each morn and every. eve, 210 
P Hark, hark the joy inſpiring horn, 212 
7 Happy's the love that meets return, 218 
* Her ſheep had in eluſters crept cloſe to the grove, 223 
50 Hark the trumpet ſounds to arms, 233 
76 | 
99 I. 
J ſat. on a bank by the ſide of a river, 
215 a. 3 


vl . 
Page 
If that the world and love were young, 6 
In fpring, my dear ſhepherds, your flow'rets are gay, 16 
| John Anderion my jo, cum in as Ze gae by, 27 
! If ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 39 
Ive been courting at a laſs, | 41 
Jani a briſk aud lively laſs, 47 
In the drefs of free maſons, fit garments for Jove, 50 
I gently tonch'd her hand, {he gave, 75 
In the dead uf the night. when with labour oppreſt, Yo 
Ia city, town, and vittige, my fancy oft hath rov'd, 87 
I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune beguiling, 102 a: 
|| In ſpite of love at length I've found, 112 1 
| If iove's a ſweet paſſion, how can it tyrment, 126 5 
It wine be a curdial, why does it torment, ib. 5 
I'm ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to comply, 132 | 
In the garb of old Gaul, with the fire of old Kome, 136 1 
I kit a horſe, I had nae mair, 169 4 
i'll fiog of ny lover all night and all day, 180 4 
. I'il ling of ny Jenny all day and all night, 131 4» 
1 In ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 182 
| In wine there is all in life you can name, 190 
Inde laid a herting in ſa't, 203 E 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 223 5 
J Win na marry ony man but at. o'er the lee, 238 5 
| | In the morn as 1 Walk'd thro) the mcad, 248 % 
qt , In rip*aing age the female breaſt, 249 ö 
"It If you can tell, ye muſes, y. 270 
I In airy dreams foft fancy fl es, | 279 : 
7 þ N. 5 
| | Keep ye wecl frae Sir Joha Malcolm, 113 7 
| | L, ? 
| | Love 2nd Folly were at play, 4 ; 
" Love's a tempeſt, life's the ocean, 25 
11 Love, like the wind. is often changing, 1!» 
1 Love's a gentle, generous paſſion, 26 
1 Leave, neighbours, your work, and to ſport and to 
play, 46 
| 78 


Let the grave and te gay enjoy life. how they may, 
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Page 
Let the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, - 
Lovely nymph aſſunge my avvguiſh, 160 
Lovely Damon, when thov'rt near me, id. 
Let an empty flattering ſpirit, 206 
Let me live remov'd from- noiſe, 227 
| Let others Damou's praiſe rehearſe, 229 
) Laſt Midiammer eve, as I pals'd thro' the grove, 240 
| Laſt Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus ſhone clear, 245 
) Love's ihe tyraut of the heurt, 280 
; 
; 1 I. 
7 + My laddie is gone far away ver the plain, It 
q 'I My dog and my miitreſs are both of a kind, 45 
. 2 My name is Argyle, you way think it krange, 56 
2 1 Merry may the maid be G1 
6 . Maidens let your lovers languifly 7 
9 * My theep I neglected, 1 loit my ſheep hock, 29 | 
2 3 My love was once a bonny lad, 103 
1 9 My banks are furnith'd with bees, 193 
2 3 My Jamie and 1 have toiled 198 
0 H My Colin leaves fair London town, 200 
3 My Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain, 237 
T My bonny ſailur*'s won my mind, 253 F 
33 My lafes, do you jockey ken, the price of Aberdeen, 255 
18 My ſweet pretty Mog, vou're as ſoft as a bog, 268 
4 My pride is to hold all mankind in wy chain, 281 | 
70 ö 
- N. 
5 No glory I covet, no riches 1 want, 21 ! 
No morc my ſorg ſhall be ve ſwans 33 
13 Now pleaſure unbounded reſunnds o'er the plans, 112 
No longer let whimhlical fongſters compare, | 145 


No flower that blows is like the ruſe, 208 


8 Now's the time for mirth and glee, 234 
25 2 | 
1b. 0. 


One mormog very early, one morning in the ſpring, 20 
46 O ! the valiant Jockey, 


78 O'er all the wide ocean ihe billows were rolling, - 3 


, 


| 

| 

| 

£44 LM 

26 One midſummer morning when nature look'd gay, 10 | 
| 


I 


Page 
nds On Tay's fair banks you've often ſaid, 35 
| Oh, how could I venture to love one like thee, 59 
| O Nelly, no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 78 
j Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 101 
j O'er Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew, 119 
One night as poor Colin lay muſing in bed, 179 
O were I able ro rehearſe 194 
One kind kiſs before we pert, 202 
= Our cares are all vaniſh'd, our fears are all o'er, 202 
8 O buuny laſs will you lie in a barrack, 220 
+ On Etrick Banks, in a ſummer's night, 224 
I On Teeſe' ſweet banks 1 fat with my Molly, 229 
| On a bank's flow'ry. verge, beſide a clear brook, 241 
| 7 O I hae loft my ſilken ſaood, 278 
R. 
i" Rail no more ye learned aſſes, 92 
8. ä 
Shepherds, I have loſt my love, 7 
wi Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 51 
ö Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 65 
' Since honour has attended upon the marry'd ſtate, 88 
| Shepherds would ye hope to pleaſe us, 97 
See the conquering hero comes, 98 
"ns Since wedlock's in vogue, 114 
Bure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 131 
| we Sophia is bright as the morn, 185 4 
bw. f Since artiſts who {ue for the trophies of fame, 226 - 
| | © © Soft pleaſing pains, unknown before, 22 1 
1 ; Since they trac'd we alone with a ſwain to the grove, 259 # 
| 1 Since glory calls I muſt away, 2.79 ; 
I | $a = ; 
| | 'T was ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes were blowing; t 
[| The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 4 
| To fly, like bird, from grove to grove,' 13 4 
| The bird that hears her neſtiiugs cry, 14 5 
| The wanton god who pierces hearts, 2 17 


Pu duſky night rides down the icy, 18 0 
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Thou riſing ſun, whoſe gladſome rays, 

Tell me lovely thepherd where, 

"Twas at midlummer's tile, no matter the day, 
The lilly and the bluſhing roſe, 

To eaſe his heurt and own his flame, 

To ting of the nymph and her cor, 


The ſun from the eaſt tips the niougtains with gold, 


'T.was in that ſeaſon of the year, 


The ſpring time returns and clothes the green plains, 


'Tis.a maxim I bold, while I live to purſue, 
The laſt time | went to the fair, 

There was a jolly beggar, 

T he ſilver moon's enemour'd beams, 

Tho? my dreſs and my manners, 

T here lives a ſhepherd in the vale, 

The women all tell me I'm falſe to my lass, 
Twixt pleaſing hope and painful fear, 

Tho? women by proud men are ſrorn'd, 
The (un wes ſleeping in the mein, 

Tis nae very lang ſinſyne, 


That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride, 


The nymph that I lov? d, 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The queen of all nature was ſweet Jenny O, 


Tho' winter may fright us and chill us with cold, 


The echoing horn calls the ſportſinan abroad, 
The topſail ſhivers in the wind, 

There liv'd a wife in our gate end, 

The ploughman he's a bonny lad, 

The taylor came to c out the ciaiſe, 

The morning's 3 freſhneſs calls me forth, 

"Tis wine that chears the underſtanding, 
The Imiling morn the breathing (pr ing, 

The ſan jult glancing thro? the trees, 

The tother morn, 

There was a jolly miller once, 

'T was ſummer, and the day was fair, 

The laſt time I came ver che muir, 

The ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with (port 
To Handel's pleatrg notes as Chloe ſung, 
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Page 
The wandering ſailor plows the main, | 236 
The laſs of Patic's mill. 239 
There was a wife win'd in the glen, 246 
The ſummer it was ſiniling, all nature round was 
gay, ; 250 
Three lads contended for my heart, 234 
| To be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 255 
| To eaſe my heart  owr'd my flame, 261 
Truſt not man, for he'll deceive you, 267 
There was a clever count;'y girl, 277 
V. 
Vainly now ye ſtiive to pleaſe me, 206 
. W. 
1 When bick*ring's hot, , 7 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 8 
When Mopgy firit perch'd wr love, is 
Wheo the theeoare in the fenld, and the ky at hame, 23 
| With my holiday gown, and my new faſhiou'd hat, 24 
| When firit [ beheld thee, 1 vow and proteſt, 28 
| Who has e er been at Baldotk muſt need know the 
| mill, 32 
Weep not ye ſtreams cf filver Tay, 36 
a Wou'd you know how we meet o'er our jolly full 4 
f bowls, . 37 A 
Wert thou but mine ain thing, 62 3 
| Why heaves my fond boſom, 90 2 
4 With the man that 1 love, 100 = 
| When Jockey was bled with your love and your i 
14 truth, 104 1 
| When Delia on the plain appears, 106 
1 When trees did bud, and fields were green, 109 : 
| 1 Woo'd and married and a', 115 
| 4 With tuneful pipe and merry glee, 124 ; 
| When Jeffy ſmib'd, her lovely look, 128 
| | | When dailies py'd, and violets blew, 148 a 
| | While thus mighty Bacchus we ting thy great glory, 156 
| | | | Wine, wine we how the briſk fountain of mirth, 158 ; 
| W hile penſive on the lonely plain, 178 . 
1 \ 4 . . 
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When Britons ficſt, at Heaven's command, 
Waft, O Cupid! to Leander, 
Wine, wine in the morning, 
When war's alarins entic'd my Willy from me, 
What care 1 for your herrin? in ſa't, 
| When firtt by fond Damon Flavilia was ſeen, 
With a chearful old friend and a merry old ſong, 


; Wherever Um going, and all the day long, 
F What beauties dues Flora diſcloſe, 
= When Sol from the eaſt has illuwin'd the (here. 


When innocent paſim2s our pleaſures did crown, 
When the heart is at eaſe, hwy cheartu! each ſtene, 
> 4 When the bee flies from bloſiom to blofiom, and ſips, 
＋ When milkiog my cow in a fine colour'd vale, 
When ſummer comes the ſwains on Tweed, 


7 Wnen firft the ealt began to dawn, 
9 When the trees all their heantiful verdure renew, 
G When faities dance late in the grove, 
3 
4 | *. 
3 Young Jockey is the blytheſt lad, 
L Young Colin proteſts Lin his Joy and delight, 
Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join in the throng, 
& 4 Ye muſes nine O lend your aid, 
'I Young Strephon I own is the joy „my heart, 
24 1 Ye mortals whom * and] troubles perplex, 
Ye fair who fine thro? Britain's 0e, 
ha Ye Sylvan powers chat cute the plain, 
” * Ye mortals whom ſorrow and trouble attend, 
e ſhepherds who blelt in your love, 
m4 Ye belies and ye flirts, and ye pert littie things, 
8 N Ye true ſons of Scotia together miite, 
9 5 You fog of your guodman trac hame, 
'5 Ye ſportſmen draw near, 
8 Le ſwains, when radiant beauty moves, 
* Young jockey he courted ſwoert Mogey fo fair, 
= Ye dull thinking ſous who by troub.cs are preſt, 
gn Ye watchfui guardians of the fair, 
56 Young Jockey blithe at ear'y dawn, 


Ye gentle winels that fofily blow, 


96 
133 
146 
155 
171 
205 
232 
235 
236 
242 
255 
265 


' Young Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo'd, 280 
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i Aaron thus propos'd to Moſes, 

ö Amidſt the myrtles as I walk, 

j Arm, arm the generous Britons cry, 
Come friends and companions let's take a full glaſs, 
[ Come, my boys, let's joyful be, 

Give the toaſt, my goud fellow, 
| | Had ſhe not care enough, 
N 

1 
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How merrily looks the man that hath gold, 

I love buſtle, crouds, and rattle, 

If you truſt before you try, 

Phillis, my faireſt, how can you deny me, 

Quoth Jack on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 

Since my Phillis has fallen to my ſhare, 

See, my boys, the fuming bowl, 

The French are come, and Spaniards too, 
x To ſheep ſhear my boys pipe end tabour ſtrike vp, 
4 Weinert ſhall we meet to be merry and gay, 
Wien tirit 1 ſaw thee graceful move, 
Which is the road to a place of good cheer, 
1993»; Where tte murmuring river flows, 
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INDEX to the Catches and Glees. 
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287 
288 
284 
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286 
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285 
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287 
285 
283 
222 
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283 
287 
284 
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SONG I. 


28 3 The Banks of the Dee, Tune, Langolee. 


With additiens by a Lady. 


af Summer, and ſoftly the breezes were blow. 
ing, | a 

And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from the tree, 

At the foot of a rock, Where the river was flowing, 

I fat myſelf down on the Banks of the Dee, 

Flo on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet river; 

. Thy banks“ pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 

23 For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 

Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone-from me, and left me thus mouru« | 


ing, | 
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 
And ah ! there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
Te wantler again on the Bauks of the Dee. 
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And when he returns, with ſach care I'll watch o'er him, 
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He's gone, helpleſs youth ! o'er the rude roaring billows ; 
The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows ; 

And left me to ſtray *mong'(t the once loved willows, 
The lonelieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee, 


But time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet reſtore him; 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 3 


He never ſhall leave the ſweet Banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties displaying; : 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; 
While J, with my Jamie, am careleſsly ſtraying, 
And caſting again all the ſweets of the Dee, 


Thus ſung the fair maid on the banks of the river, 
And {weetly re-echo'd each neighbouring tree ; 
But now all theſe hopes muſt evaniſh tor ever, 
Since Jamie ſhall ne'er ſee the Banks of the Dee, 
On a foreign ſhore the ſweet youth lay dying, 
In a foreign grave his body's now lying; 
While ffiends and acquaintance in Scotland are crying 
For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 


Miſhap on the hand by which he was wounded ; 
Miſhap on the wars that call'd him away 
From a circle of friends by which he was ſurrounded, 
Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day 
Oh! poor hapleſs maid, who mourns diſcontented 
The loſs of a lover ſo juſtly lamented ; 
By time, only time, can her grief be contented; 
And all her dull hours become chearfu! and gay. 


*T was honour and bravery made him leave her mourn- 

ing, 8 a 

From unjuſt rebellion his country to free; 

He left her, in hopes of his ſpeedy returning 

To wander again oa the Banks of the Dee. 

For this he deſpis'd all dangers and perils ; 

*T was thus he eſpous'd Britannia's quarrels, 

That when he came home he might crown her with 
laurels, 


The happieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee, 


* Ix" Ran” 
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But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious, 
Though dreacdful the thought muſt be unto me; 
He fell, like brave Wolfe, where the troops were vic- 


torious, 
: Sure each tender heart muſt bewail the decree : 
, 4 Yet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover, 
3 And all our fine ſchemes of true happineſs over, 
, 1 No doubt he implored his pity and favour 


For me be had left on the Banks of the Dee. 


p 
e. 
Rural Contentment, 
Tune, O bonny laſi will you lie as a Barrack - 


SAT on a bank by the ſide of a river, 

I thought my dear Jamie had left me for ever; | 
But while I at penſively ſighing and mourning, | 
Ah! who ſhould J fee, but my Jamie returning. | 


I ſtraight ran to meet him, I threw my arms round 
him, 


Still charming, fill kind, ſtill conſtant 1 found him, 
With ardor he pred me, ah! who could oppoſe him + 
While thus I reveal'd the warm wiſh of my boſom. 


— - 


O ſtay, my dear Jamie, thy follies give over, 
No more leave theſe plains, be no longer a rover, 
nu. No more ſeek for glory where cannons loud rattle, 
| Nor leave my fond arms for the ſound of a battle. 


7 For peace im a cottage, and paſtoral pleaſure, 

4 Where love trips with joy, in ſome frolicſome meaſure, 
Believe me, my Jamie, are far more enticing 

Than war's empty n which you've always deen 


. + prizing. 
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My Jamie (mild ſweetly, the liunets and thruſhes, 
Who chanted their ſongs from the jeſſamine buſhes, 
The groves and the plains were ſo gay, fo inviting, 
They made him forget his ambition for fighting. 


He ſaid he would love me, and never would leave me, 
He gave me his hand that he ne'er would deceive me; 
He {wore he'd no more ſhow his fues his reſeiitment, 
But live with his Anme in Rural Contentment, 


ect N N c oohootooectootootocy pon 
SONG Il. 


Friendſhip, By Mr Pope, 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 

And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found! 
O Friendſhip: ! thou. balm, and rich ſweet'uer of life, 
Kind parent of eafe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 
Without. thee, alas! what are riches and power 
But empty deluſion, the joys of. an hour, 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with fafety depend? 

Our joys, when extended, will, always increaſe, . 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace. 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendthip ſincere ; 
Let change but the proſpect, and point cut diſtrels, 
No longer to court vou they'll eagerly preſs. 


Son odoodort tune fob zoo $fodte 
S. O. N. G IV, , 


OVE and Folly were at play, 
* 

| Both too wantvn to be wiſe, 
'They fell out, aid in the fray 
Folly put out Cupid's eyes, 


: 
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Straight the criminal was tried, 

4 And had his puniſhinent aſſign? d, 
14 Folly ſhoutd to Love be tied, 

3 And condemn'd to lead the blind. 


" f gedesgsengendoosdendeesosdng 
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na eus words, from: Shakeſpeare, Sung by Miſs Catl'y; 


OME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dale and field, 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 


I There will we fit ppon the rocks, 

Aud ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks; . 

By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe fall, | 
Melodious birds ſing madrigal, | 


There wil! J make beds of roſee, | 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, | 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, | 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle; 


| 

A gown made of the fineſt wood | 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; | 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; | 


4 A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 

- With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds : g 

0 3 And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, | 
Then live with me, aud be my love. | 


. - mg 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fi ing, 
Por thy delight cach Mu morning: 
If theſe delight: thy mi d may move, 
Ihen live with me, and ve my love. 


| 
| 
| 
A.3 | 
| 
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SONG VI. a 


The Nymph's Reply. 179 

0 Sung by Miſs Catley, | a 
* 

F that the world and love were young, . 

And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 4 


* — * 
Theſe pretty pleafures might me move 
To live with thee, ard be thy love, 


Bur time drives flocks from field to fold; 
Wen rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 

Anvd-all compiain of cares to come. ; 


The flowers do fade, zrd wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields: 
A honey tongue, and heart of gall, 
Is tancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 


——ũ——ũ— PEI ” 


| 
Thy gowns, thy. ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
| Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 

In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 
| Thy belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, ; 
| Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds ; : 
f Al: thoſe in me no means can move 1 
| To come to thee, ard be thy love. 
F . 
But could youth laſt, and love (till breed, 14 
Had joys no date, gor age no need; 4 
Then theſe delights my mind might move * 


Fo live with thee, and be thy love. 


1 
7 
* 
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SONG VII. 
Fuſh about the Jorum. Stag by M Catleys 


HEN bick'rings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at gaineornm ;- 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
Is puſn about the jorum, 


Wich ſiſt on jag, 
Coifs who can lug 
Or ſhew me that glibe ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag 
in gibe can wag, 
With her mouth full of liquor. 


NN POLICE KU MLM 


SONG VIII. 
ANNA, a favourite Iciſh ſong. 
Sui by Miſs Catleys 
1 T have loſt my love, 


Have you ſeen my Anna, 
Pride of every ſhady grove, 
Upon the bauks of Banna. 


I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain, 


Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning, 

All the joys of life are oer, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning. 


* 


| 


: 
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Whither is my charmer flown, 
Shepherds tell me whither, 
Ah! woes me, perhaps ſhe's gone 


For ever and for ever. 5 
£006000050090 G306505025G0508 I 
S ON G IX, Fl 

The WISH. 1 


Wen the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 4 
And the meaduws their beauty have loſt, ? 
When Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, P 
And the waters bound up by the froſt, | 1 
When the heavy dull peaſant is ſhiv'ring, with cold, 
As the bleak northern winds they do blow, 
And the innocent flucks too we likewiſe behold, . 
With their fleeces all. cover'd with ſhow, 


In the yard when the cattle are fôdder'd with firaw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

And the neat looking dairy-maid fees ſhe muſt thaw: 
Flakes of. ice that ſhe figds in the cream. 

When the pretty young, laſs, freſh and red as a roſe, 
As ſhe trips it along often ſudes, 

While the ruſtics laugh loud if, by falling, ſhe ſhows, | 
All the charms that her modeſty hides, 


When the birds to the barn- door hover for food, 

As wich ſilence they reſt on the ſpray ; 
And the poor timid here iu vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her path ſhould-betray. b 
When the lads and the laſſes together are got, 4 
And al! cloſe round the embers are fer, 4 
Talk of fairies, . church yards, and of ghoſts, and whats | * 
not, 1 


Till che laſſes are all in ſweat, - 


When the children, where puddles are froze, make their 
flides, , 
And exerciſe there till they glow; 
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And when black heavy clouds much foul weather betides, 
Drooping birds hop around in the ſnow. 
When the bleak ſtormy winds drive the ſuow and the 
ſleet, 
And no fowl to be ſeen on the wing, 
While I gaze may I doat on her charms, and there meet 
With the bloom and the ſweetneſs of ſpring, 


Heaven grant in that ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
That with her 1 ſo love and admire, 
While the icicles hang on the eves of our cot, 
To be warm 1 may thither retire, 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
May we live and no hardſhips endure, 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But that which each other may cure. 


F 
SONG X. 


3 Damon and Phillis were feeding their ſheep, 
The ſwain on a cock of new hay fell aſleep ; 
The nywph for a frolic ſtept behind a green oak, 
To hear what her Damon would ſay when te *woke, 


Not long ſhe'd been there when the ſwain op'd his 
eyes, 
And miſſing his Phillis was ſtruck with ſurpriſe ; 
He ſnatch'd up his crook, and ran wild o'er the plain, 
And thus he inquir'd of each nymph and each ſwain 2: 


Have you Cer ſeen a ſhepherdefs paſſing ihis way, 
As blyth as the morn, and as bright as the day ? 
In ruſſet apparel, yet grand in her mein, 
Keſembling in beauty the fair Cypreſs queen. 


Two lambkins milk white unto you I will give, 
Let me but ſome tidings of Phillis receive; 
And if you will be but ſo gewrons, ye Cwaias, 
A return me my Phillis, teke a kiſs for your pains. 


, | 


* 


Un 


7 
, 
I 


210 


. 
* — pegs wt per ceites 274% r AN GT rr Ys wot hit Ae —43— 4” —— — Cre — . 


A COLLECTION 


Thus he ſpoke, but no tidings of Phillis eould hear, 
Then back to his flocks he return'd in deſpair ; 
The nymph, when ſhe ſaw him, ſtep'd out and cry'd, Bo, 
And, laughing at his care, cried, Go, Damon, Go. 


Both joy and ſurpriſe at once ſtruck the poor ſwain, 
With raptures he gaz'd on his Phillis again; 
He chided a little, ſhe bluſn'd at his care, 
And each gave a kiſs and made up the affair. 


NN NN N NNNMMNN N ARE 
SONG XI. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


N midſummer morning when nature look'd gay, 
The birds full of frolic, the lambs full of play, 

When earth ſeem'd to anſwer her ſmiles from above, 

And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon for love; 

My mother cried, Nancy go haſte to the mill, 

W the corn is not ground you may ſcold if you will, 


The freedom to uſe my tongue plead me no doubt, 
For a woman, alas would be nothing without; 
I went toward the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I intended to fay ; 
But when I came near her I found her ſtock till, 
Bleſs my ſtars! now cried I, huff him rarely 1 will, 


The miller to market that inſtant was gone, 
And the work was all left to the care of his ſon ; 
And though 1 could ſcold as well as any woman can, 
Yet I thought it would be wrong for to ſcold the young 
man. - 
I ſaid I'm ſurpris'd you can uſe me ſo itt, 
Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and I will. 


Sweet maid, cried the youth, the negle& is not mine, 
There's no corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine ; 


„„ 
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There's no ane more willing to pleaſure the fair, 
The mill ſhall go merrily round 1 declare : 

But hark how the birds ſing, and hear how they bill, 
Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and I will, 


My corn being ground, I to home bent my way; 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay, 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 

"i And there ſwore he loy'd me indeed and indeed ; 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me (till, 
X 4 So ſince that time I've lov'd him, and love him I will, 


4 I often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll hvff, 
* She laughs and cries, Go, girl, I plague him enough; 
But ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her deſire, 
I ſteal a fly kifs from the youth I actnire, 
| If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh Di fultil, 
a And I'll anſwer, O yes, with a hearty good will. 


0 sdessscesese forotetetetotetetctorctctl 


f 
SON G XII. | 
t., 4 NEW JOCKEY, | 
WR adde is gone far away o'er the plain, ; 
1 1 While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain; g 
Though blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, "1 
Tho? trees are in bloflom, and {ſweet blows the thorn | 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 

There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jeckey's away; 
For'orn J fit ſinging, and this is wy ſtrain, | 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 


ung 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ling, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

] can't without envy their merriment ſee ; 4 
Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 4 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey dowt ſhore, } | 

It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcare? retrain, % 
I wiſh my dear Jockey retura'd back again, | 


f 


 _— 
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But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here ; 
On fond expeQation my wiſhes PI! feaſt, 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte; 
Then farewel each care, and adieu each vain ſigh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I, 

I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 

W hen Jockey returns to my arms back again, 


FFT TAIT 
s Oo N G XII. 
YOUNG JOCKEY. 


OUNG Jockey is the blytheſt lad 
That ever maiden woo'd, 


When he appears my heart is glad, þ- 
For he is kind and good : 2 
He talks of love where'er we meet, 4 
His words in rapture flow, 9 


Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go, 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone ; 
At every fair, and all our wakes 
To me he makes his moan : 
He buys me toys and ſweetmeats too, =. _ 
Aud ribbons for my hair, 2 
No ſwain was ever half ſo good, 
Nor half ſo kind and fair, 


Where'er 1 go I nothing fear 
If Jockey is but by ; 
For I alone 2m all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life, 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife. 


F + 
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SONG XIV, 


O fiy, like bird, from grove to grove, 
To wander like the bee ; 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 
Is not enough for me: 
No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt, 
f wiſh the place to find 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 
One ſhepherd to my mind, 


To every youth ll not be gay, 
Nor try on all my power ; 

Nor future pleaſures throw away 
In toyings for an hour : 

I would not reign the general toaſt, 
Be prais'd by all the town; 

A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
I' hear but only one, 


For which of all the flattering train 
Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, 

When youth's gay charms are in the wane, 
Will ceurt their ſure decline ? 

Then fops, and wits, and beaux forbear, 
Your arts will never do; 

For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon through. 


My little heart (hall have a home, 
A warm and ſhelter'd neſt ; 
No giddy flights Chall make me roam 
From where I am moſt bleſt : 
With love and only that dear ſwain, 
W hat tranquil joys I fee ! 
Farewel, ye falſe, ipconſtant train, 
For one is all to me, 
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SONG xv. 


The BI R D. 


HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro” the ſky, 
| To nurſe the callow brood : 

The tender mother knows no joy, 

| But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
| And ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms, 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd 
My faithful boſom fires ; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires : 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain, 

| T'o ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve my pain. 


A 


| 

| The aint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, q 
— For heav'n and joy divine; 1 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, ö 

| 

| 

| 


More pure, more warm than mine: - 
I take what liberty I dare, "4 
*T were impious to ſay more; 


USY humble bee am T, 
That range the garden ſunny ; 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey, 


| Convey my longings to the fair, 3 

1 The goddeſs I adore, Y 

, | 3 

| = 2 

| 777 of cfocfonfectoogarts | 

| SONG XVI, 4 
The BE E. 3 
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| Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
v A while my rich jonquile is, 
4 Till, cloy'd with ſipping nectar there, | 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis, I ſhift, . 


Bot Thillis's ſweet opening breaſt 
Remains not long my ſtation, 
For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation, 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover ; 
And all in turns my love receives 

The gay wide garden over, The gay, Cc. | 


Variety that knows no bound 
My roving fancy edges, 

And oft with Flora I am found | 
In dalliance under hedges : 

For as I am an arrant bee 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 


Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey, And every, &c, N 
NN Nenne 
SONG XVII. f 
TWEED-SIDE. By a Lady. | 

i 


WP Maggy firſt pearched wi' love, | | 

I carry'd my noddle fu' hit? ; 

Nat goudſpink in a' the gay glade, ; 
Or mavis ſo happy as me, 


3 pip'd, and I danc'd, and I fang; 
I woo'd, but I came nae good ſpeed ; 
Therefore into England I'll gang, 
And lay my banes over the Tweed, 


8 2 
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To Maggy my love I did tell, 
Sa't tears did my paſſion expreſs 3 
Woes me, for J loo'd her o'er well, 
And woman loves nae fic man lefs. 


The Seaſon for Love. By Mr Cunningham. 


N Spring,. my dear Shepherds, your flowrets are gay 


They breathe all their ſweets in the ſunſhine «© 


May 3 


But hang down their heads when December draws near 


The Winter of life is like that of the year. 


The larks and the linnets that chant o'er the plains, 
All, all are in love while the Summer remains ; 
Their ſweet hearts in Autumn no longer are dear, 

„ The Winter of life is like that of the year.” 


The ſeaſon for love is when youth's in its prime ; 
Ye hds and ye lafies make uſe of your time; 
The froſt of old age will too quickly appear, 
The Winter of life is like chat of the year, 


NEE , M IN IEEE . . N *. , 1 N *. , IE 


SONG XIX. 
The Mighty Bowl, 


ILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious ſoul ; 
Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to.be my grave: 
I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I deſign to bury't thære. 
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Let it of ſilver faſhion'd be, 8 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 
As that bright cup amongſt the ſtars, 
Fill me a bowl, cv. 


ease USGS TEC 
SONG XX, 
A I aſk of mortal man. 
P ha HE wanton god who pierces hearts: 
Dips in gall his pointed darts, , 
near But the nymplr diſdains to pine, 
f Who bathes the wound with roly wine. | 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, 
ine Who bathes the wound with roſy wine: 
E 


Farewel, lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If 1 am feorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
Fo rid me of dull company, 
4 Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
2 To rid me of dull company. 


- 


They have their charms while mine can pleaſe, 
: T love them much, but more my caſe ; | 
£34 Jealous fears me ne'er moleſt, | | 
4 Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, | 
; Break wy reſt, break my reſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhail break my reſt, | 


Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain * 
All I hope of mortal man, 
Je to love me, while he can. . 
W hile he can, while he can, 
Is to !ove me while he can, 
B 3 
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SONG XXI. 
A favourite Hunting Song. By Dr Arne. 


HE duſky night rides down the fy, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his hora. 


Chorus, Aud a hunting we will go, & c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms to mike him ſtay; 
My dear, it rains, it h-ils, it fnows, 
You canndt hunt toad: y, 
Chor, Yet a hunting we well go, &c. 


Away they flo to "ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they {onnd!y ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And ſome are thrown in the ditch. 
Chor, Yet a hunting we will go, &c 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight ; 
Then, weary, homeward we return, 
And drink away the night. 
Chor, And a drinking we will go, &. 


SON G XXII, 


3 Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his fight ; 
He wants to be with me wherever J go, 

The dence ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 


His pleaſvre all day is to fit by my fide, 
He pipes and he fings, tho? I frown and I chide ; 
IT bid him depart, but he, ſmiling, ſays No, 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
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He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, 
1 aſk him what favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a ſigh ! while in bluſhes I glow ; 
What mortal beſide him would plague a maid { ? 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from rhe wake, 
And ſoftly intreated I'd wear't for his ſake ; 
Suck trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 
I ſure deferve more tor his plaguing we ſo. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 


But what's his intention 1 wiſh J could know, 
For 1'd rather be married than plegu'd with him fo, 


D 


S O NG XXIII. 


A Lapland Love Song. | 

HOU riting ſun ! whoſe gladſome rap | | 
Invites my fair to rural play, | 
Diſpel the miſt, and clear the ſkies, | 
Aud bring my Orra to my eyes, | 


Oh ! were I ſure my dear to view, 
I'd chmb the pine-tree's topmoſt buygh ; 
Aloft in air that quivering plays, 

And round and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 
What woods conceal! my ſleeping maid ? 
Up by the roots, enrag'd, Dll tear 
1 he trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


O could I ride on clouds and ſkies, 
Or on the raven's pinions rife ! 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And waft a lover on his wap 
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My bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Not itorms or nights ſhall keep me here, 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
On! love has ſtronger fetters far! 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd,. 
But cruel love enchains the mind, 


No longer then perplex the breaſt ; 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are beſt : 
Tis mad to go, *tis death to ſtay.; 

Away to Orra, haſte away, 


SHESSSSEI HS LIFSI IF SIIIEEELESS + 
SONG XXIV. 
The Maid in Bedlam, 


NE morning, very early; one morning, in the 
ſpring, 
I heard a maid in bedlam, who mournfully did fing ; 
Her chains ſhe rattled in her hand, while ſweetly thu: 
ſung ſhe, TY 
J love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea ; 
And cruel cruel was the ſhip, that bore wy love from 
me z | 
Yet I love his parents, fince they're his, althe? they've 
ruin'd me; 
And I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


© ſhould it pleaſe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the 
ſkies, 
Ta claim a guardian ange!'s charge around my love. to 
fly, 
To guard him from all dangers, how happy ſhould I. be 
For I love my love, becauſe I kuow my love loves me. 


++ 
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Fil make a ſtrawy garland, 'i make it wond'rou⸗ 
fine, 
With roſes, lillies, daiſies, I' mix the eglantine; 
And I'll preſent it to my love, when he returns from 
ſea, 
For I love my love, becauſe I know wy love loves me, 


Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his breaſt } 
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reſt ! 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward {hould de 
For 1 love my love, becauſe I Know my love loves mes 


Oh if I were an eagle to ſoar into the ſky ! 


might ſpy, | 
But ah! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er ſhall ſee ; 
Yet I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me, 


SONG XXV. 


N glory J covet, no-riches I want, 

Ambition is nothing to me ; 

The one thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free. 


With paſſions unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare : 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſuppiy'd, 
And the reſt are but folly aud care. 


The bleſſing which Providence freely has lent, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize 

While ſweet meditation, and chearful content, 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe, 


In the pleaſure the great man's profeſlions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd II! challenge my part, 

For ev*ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey, 

Contributes to gladden my heart, 


Pd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my love 


11 —— — — — 4 © aW K ( A — — 4 0 Nos 400 1+ 4 Apron BET A IE erer 


22 A COLLECTION 


How vainly, through infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
The many their labours employ ! 

Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy, 


EFF ME N N M & M N e . 
SUNG. Ai. 


O The valiant Jockey 
Leaves his lovely Peggy, 


On loud calls, To arms, he muſt away ; 
Fill your flowing glaiſes, 
Farewell, bonny lafles, 
Far no longer with you I can ſtay, 4 
Ci or no longer, &c. 4 


„ 


Peggy. &- 
O, Jockey, do not leave me! 3 
O, how much you grieve me ! 4 
Stay at home in your own native land 
Let them go my honey, 
That want friends and money, 
Jockey, you have both at your command. 
Jockey, you have, &c, 


; Fockey. 

Peggy, leave off pleading, 

That's a wrong procegdirg ; 
I love you, but, alas! "ris all in vain ; 

TI muſt prefer before you 

Fame, hononr and glory, 
| Which cauſes me to croſs the raging, main. 
| | Which cauſes me, &c. 


— 
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Peggy. 
When Jockey's on the billows, 


Peggy's on the willows, 

Venting out her bitter grief and moan 3 
When Jockey lies a»fleeping, 
Peggy lies a-weeping, 

Always wiſhing for his ſafe return. 

Always wiſhing, &c, 


n . At. 


85 


* ern "4 PO Ie * ä——U—ä——ẽ — — eres th rer * * * 
* 2 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 23 


SONG XXVII. 
Auld Robin Gray. 


WER the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at 


hame, 
And a? the warld to ſleep are gane, 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhowers frae my ee', 
When my guidman lies (ound by me. 


Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he ſought me for 
his bride, 
But ſaving a crown he had naething befide ; 
To make that crown a pound my Jamie went to ſea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He hadna' been awa' a week but only twa, 
When my mither ſhe fell ill, and the cow was ſtow's 
awa? ; 
My father brake his arm, and my Jamie went to ſea, 
And auld Robin. Gray came a courting me, 


My father cov'dna? wirk, and my mither cou'dna' ſpin, 
I toiPd night and day, but their bread I cou'dna? win; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wi? tears in his ee”, 
Said, Jenny, for their ſakes, O marcy me, 


My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a wreck ; 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna' Jenny die, 
And why do I live to cry, Waes me. 


Auld Robin argu'd ſair, tho? my mither didna? ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my beart was like to break, 
30 they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the ſea, 
And auld Robin Gray is guidman to me, 


I hadna? been a wife a week but only four, 
When, fitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
I ſaw my Jamie's wreath, but I didna' think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 
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O ſair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm no like to die, 

And why do I live to ſay, Waes nie. 


J gang like a ghaiſt, and carena? to ſpin, 
I darena' think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin; 
But I'll do my beſt a guidwife to be, 
For auld Robin Gray is kind to me, 


Sesso eee 
SONG XXVIII. 


* ITH my holyday gown, and my new faſnion'd hat, 
| Laſt Monday I went to the fair; 
I] held up my head, and Til tell you for what, 
Young Roger I thought would be there. 
He wooes me to marry, whene'er we do meet, 
Sure koney does dwell on his tongue; 
And indeed he's ſo handſome, fo mild and diſcreet, 
That I», w, wou'd, that I w, w, wou'd, that I'd 
marry if I were not too young. 


Me whiſpers ſuch ſoft pretty things in mine ear, 
He vows, and he ſighs, and implores ; 
Such ribbons he bought me, ſuch trinkets and ware, 
Till, traſt me, my pockets ran ver : 
A fong too he bought me, the beſt he could find, 
With which I was mightily ſtung ; 
And indeed, &c. 


The ſun being declin'd, it was time to retire, 
My cottage being diſtant a mile, | 

I coſe from my chair, Roger bow'd like a ſquire, 
And he handed me over the ſtile : 

His arms he threw round me, love play'd in his looks, 
While we walked the meadows along ; 

And indeed, &c. 
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SONG XXIX. 


Love a Tempeſt, 


OVE's a tempeſt, life's the ocean, 
IL Paſſions croſs'd the deep deform ; 
Rude and raging tho? the motion, 

Virtue fearleſs braves the ſtorm. 


torms and tempeſts may blow over, 
And ſubſide to gentle gales ; 

do the poor deſpairing lover, 
When leaſt hoping, oft prevails, 


. f . N NK NN K N N 
SONG XXX. 


The Conſtant Tar. 


F OVE, Ike the wind, is often changing, 
Like the ſea it ebbs and flows ; 
Let the youth whoſe heart is ranging, 
Fear the nymph whom moſt he knows. 


But give me, Fate, one faithful pilot, 
To direct and guide my ſoul : 

Changing lovers then I'll ſmile at, 
She's my magnet, ſhe's my pole. 


neee e s 
SONG XXXI, 
To attain, a long life. 


OME hear me, my boy, haſt a mind to live long, 
Take a doſe of briſk claret, and part of a ſong ; 
Agen! ous heat good wine does impart, 
And time to good muſic is beat by the heart: 
G 
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Let each be content with his own proper ſtore, 


And keep ourſelves honeſt, though the world keeps us 
poor, 


EE3+:3:303-0:+- 2:24:37 $5$+$7$:$::3+32 4:24 
SONG xxx! 


 OVE's a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight ; 
W hen with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unite, 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſhon brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Is a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


ccc sch forkodtecootoiectoute cafe cgoog cel 
SONG XXXIII. 


ALL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care ; 

Direct me to the ſweet retreat 

That guards thee from the mid day heat ; 
Leſt by thy flocks I lonely tray, 

Without a guide, and lofe my way : 

Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 

Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where, 
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SONG XAXXIY, 


I oman. 
OHN Anderſon my jo, cum in as ze gae by, 
And ze fail get a ſheep's heid weel baken in a pie, 
Weel baken in a pie, and the haggis in a pat: 
John Anderſon my jo, cum in, and ze's get that, 


Man. 
And how doe ze, cummer? and how doe ze thrive ? 


and how many bairns hae ze !?—Worm, —Cummer, I hae 
five; 


Man. —Ate they to zour ain gudeman : — Ho. No, 


cummer, no; 
For foyr o them were gotten quhan Willie was awa'. 


gde nenen 
| $ ON G XXXV, 
Sung in the Chaplet by Mr Vernon and Mrs Scott, 
Damon. 


ONTENTED all day 1 will gt by your Gde, 


Where poplars far ſtretching Ger- arch the cool tide ; 
And while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their {ong, 


Laura. 
Whilſt you are but by me no danger I fear ; 
Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near ; 


Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your garnbols may pleaſe, 


For my ſhepherd is kind, and wy heart is at eaſe. 
| For my ſhepherd, &c. 


Damon, 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
The wish of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the (wain till he make you a wife, 
tor he who loves truly will take you for life. 


C2 For he who, &c. 
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Laura. 

Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the falt 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to agld to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin affiſtance to lend, 

Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 


Damon. 

For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd, 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found: 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 

To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in the 
youth, 
To preſerve, &c 


JESSE SSSI III 


SONG XXXVI. 
Progreſs of Love, 


WEN firſt I beheld thee, I vow and proteſt, 
I felt a ſtrong ſomething ſtrike into my breaſt ; 
It ſmurted and tickled, ſo pleating the pain, 
I Wiſh'd for it gone, then with'd for it again: 
My heart pitta p=tted, I cannot tell how, 
Feel, Chloe ! it flutter'd juſt as it does now. 


When I roſe with the lark to pipe forth a fond lay, 
And chided the time till you brighten'd the day, 
That moment gay nature ſmiPd on my ſweet maid, 
I long'd to falute thee, but ſtill was afraid: 
My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
Methought when I preſs'd you, frown. hung it 
your brow. 


When choſe queen of May, and the ſwains all aroun«., 
Stood with wonder to ſee ſo much beauty abound, 
Young Damon. approach'd you with languiſhing look, 
And, low bowing,. preſented his new-carven crook : 

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
At his languiſhing look and his courtly low bow. 
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"Twas one ſummer's eve (oft it comes to my min, 
When Colin grew bleſt, as his Chloe grew kind), 
When ſhepherds to fold drove their day weary'd train, 
And oxen from labour low'd over the plain: 

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
As we (at and ſip'd {yllabub under the cow. 


When abſent. from-thee, I grew reſtleſs to all, 
And dreaded the dangers that might thee befal; 
But truſt me, my fair one! when you did appear, 
Ah, little you think what your Colin ſelt here! 
My heart pitta patted, juſt as it does now; 
Aud I'm happy ſince Chloe accepts of my vow. 


NN NN AAR ENIX ICI MN 


SONG XXXVII. 


The RAM BLE. 


WAS at Midſummer's tide, no matter the day, 
The lambkins were merry, and the birds grac's. 
the ſpray; 
rambled with Patty unto the green grove, 
Attended by no one but mulic and love, 


The murmuring brooks in {weet harmony flow'd, 
And the ſoft breathing zephyrs ſo wantonly blow'd ; 
We rambled, we tattl'd, all in the green grove, 
Attended by no one but mulic and love. 


Flow on, ſoft meanders, in mirth cver flow, 
To waſh away ſorrow and heart-aching woe; 
Let no troubles moleſt us while in the green grove, 
Attended by no one but muſic and love. 


May Fortune, e'er ſwiling, bleſs Patty ard J, 
Our boſoms be ſtrangers to care, fear, or ligh ; 
then in ſweet raptures we'll trace the green grove. 
Attended by no one but muſic and love. 


C3 
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SONG XXXVIII. 


a 


In praiſe of Womer, 


1 8 ly and che bluſhing re ſe 
To m:ny give delight; 
But not a flow'r on earth that grows 
So half fo bright a ſight, 
As lovely women, 
Charming women, 
Pleaſing, teaſing, 
Heavenly women. 


Pray what makes cowards brave and bold? 


Or what gives poets birth? 
Or what makes people fond of gold? 
Or pleaſure dwelt on earth ? 
But lovely women, &. 


Or what's the pageantry of kings ? 
Or pleaſures of the bowl ? 
But vain, preſumptuons, gaudy thinge, 
Deſtroyers of the ſoul, 
Unleſs ſweet women, &c. 


When men are ſore oppreſs'd with grief, 
And roam in fearch of peace, 
There's nought can give ſuch ſure relief, 
And make their torments ceaſe, 
Such pow'r has women, 
V irtuous women, &c. 


Then, fince the fair give ſuck delight, 
Aloud: reſound their preiſe; 
For who can view the glorious ſight 
And not their voices raiſe ? 
To lovely women, &c. 


The rich, the poor, the bold, the brave, 
The lord, the clown, and king, 
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The peaſant, courtier, prieft, and knave, 
In diff'rent itrains will (ing 
To praiſe ſweet women, &c. 


KEESEE EEE ESE IIS F+IEHSS 


SONG XXXIX. 


Advice to the Ladies. 


E nymplis, and ye ſhepherds, that join in the throng, 


Pray tarry a while and attend to ny ſong ; 
Tie ſtory, tho) imple, is true that I tell, 
1 hope it will pleafe you +: wonderful well, 


I went Vother day to a walk on the green, 
And met with a. laſs fair as beauty's gay queen 
F aik'd for a kiſs, but the damſe! ſaid No, 
Aud ſtruggl'd and frown'd, and cry*d Pray let me go. 


I teuderly cried, Phillis don't be a prude 
But {till ſhe return'd, Ill cry ont if yowre rode: 
The more that I preſs'd her, the more ſhe cried No, 
And ſtruggl'd and irown'd, and ory'd Pray et ine go. 


I found no intreaties would make her comply, 
Whenever 1 touch'd her *twas, Fye, Colin, fyex ; 
30 I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 
Aud now I am welcome to kifs her for life. 


Ye virgins, that here learn example from this, 
Take care how too free yon part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal for 2 time all the favours you can, 

For that's the beſt way to miake ſure of your man, 


o0:$cofootorjonhriectoioota oc ec 0b 0 coho to 


SONG XI. 
The Spinning Wheel. Set by Dr Arne, 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came, 
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42 A COLLECTION: 


But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning .wheel, 


Her milk- white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall + 


_ Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 


But ſtill Cie turn'd ber ſpinning wheel. 


Then round about her lender waiſt. 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ;- 
To kits her hand he down did knee], 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning, wheel, 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him rife, 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal, 
Yet til! ſhe turn'd her fpinning wheel, 


Till, bolder grown, ſo clofe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thoughts ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And angry. turi'd her ſpinning wheel. 


At laſt when ſhe began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride ;- 
"PF was then ber love the did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning Wheel. 


CCC 


SONG XLI. 


Sung by Mr Beard: 


THO has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs know the 


mill, 


At the ſign of the horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beay, 
Without all qiſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 


Where the grave, &c. 
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This man of the miil has a daughter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a ſhape and fo winning an air, 
That once ou the river's green bank as I ſtood, 


ld ſwore ſhe was Venus * ſprung from che flood. 


That once, &c. 


But, looking again, I perceiv'd my miftake, 
For Venus, tho” fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothiag but virtue and modeſty fil, 

The more beautiful looks df the laſs of the mill, 
While nothing, &c, 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 


To enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay : 
Had Polly been with him, the bearns of her eyes 


Had ſav'd lim the trouble of robbing the ſkies, 
Had Polly, &. 


Since firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 
I can never be quiet, but, do what 1 will, 
All day and all night I figh, and think fill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 
I ſhall die, & a. 


Hold, hold, ſays my neighbour, here ſtop thy career, 
Prithee finiſh thy ſong, aud let's drink to the fair: 
Pray where ſtands the bottle? full brimmers we'll fill, 


Let's all drink the healtli of the laſs of the mill. 
Pray where, &c, 


N. . -- --. -M I ES 


SONG XIII. 
Jeſſamond Mill. 


To ſing of the nymph and her cor, 


Each bard will oft flouriſh Eis quili,. 
I'm glad it has fallen to my lot | 
To celebrate Jefiamond. mill. 
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When Spring hither winds her career, 
Our trees and our hedges to fill; 
Vaſt oceans of verdure appear, 
To charm you at Jeflamond mill, 


To plant every rural delight, 
Here nature hes laviſh'd her kill; 
Here fragrant breezes unite, 
And wanton reund Jeflamond mill, 
* 
When ſilence each ev'ning here dwells, 
The birds in coverts all still, 
No muſic in ſweetneſs excels 
The clacking of Jefſamond mill, 


Reclin'd by the verge of the ſtream, 
Or itretch*d on the fide of the hill, 

Fm never in want of a theme, 
Whilſt leerirg at Jefſanioud mill, 


Sure Venus ſome plot has deſign'd, 
Or why is my heart never {til}, 
W henever it pops in my mind 
To wander near Jeſſamond mill. 


My object, ye ſwains, you will gueſs, 

| If ever in love you had {kill ; 

And, faith, I will frankly confeſs, 
Tis Jenny at Jeffumond mill. 


SONG XLIII. 
| The Wall of Suſan. 
. r the wide ocean the billows were rolling, 
Mid torrents of hail the dread thunder did roar ; 


| And loud from the mountains the tempeſt was howling, 
When Sue ſat to welcome her. lover on ſhore, 
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« On me, ye rude winds! (faid ſhe) vent all your fury, 
« Why o'er the deep ocean ſo boiſProuſly roar ye? 

«© Oh! ſpare in your ire my dear Jack, 1 implore ye 
« And ſend him ſafe back to the arins of his Sue !“ 


Now full in her view, o'er the foaming waves driven, 
Diſmaſted and fhatter'd, the veflel appears; 
Deſpairing and wild, ſhe addreſs'd her to Heaven, 
And tore her ſoft treſſes, mid torrents of tears. 
„ Avaunt, ye rude billows ! ceaſe farther to move here | 
«« Ye hurricanes dreadful ! your bluſt'ring give over, 
„Nor cruelly twine a fond maid of her lover! 
« Ah! what, if Jack's drown'd, will become of his 

% Sue? 


Alas, hapleſs nymph ! how prophetic thy doubts are 
How fruitleſs thy ſtay ? well-a-day ! and how vain ? 
In view o'er the waves, ſee ! your Jack lifeleſs floats 
there, 
A victim, ah me! to the rage of the main! 
Now frantic, now ſpeechleſs, the ſtedfuſtly views him, 
6 Yet bear him, kind billows ! (ſhe cries) to my bo- 
e (om! 
« Within my fond arms l' for ever incloſe him, 
Nor ſhall cruel death ſep'rate Jack from his Sue!“ 


To burſt with deep ſighs her fair boſom was ready, 
As frantic her lifeleſs poor ſailor ſhe ey'd, 
When, all on a ſudden, a ſwift- wheeling eddy, 
inuro'd him, poor youth! in the deep roaring tide, 
. Vet ſtill in ker fancy the fond virgin ſees him, 4 
And eager ſhe plung'd in the main to embrace him, 
And ſunk with her love to the ſhades of Elyium 
Allotted for lovers like Jack and his Sue. A. E. 


K 1 PN af PAS, 


SON 8 XLIV. 


Lo 
bar; 
wing, 


N Tay's fair banks you've often ſaid, 
You wiſh'd that I wou'd try to love ye, 
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And you'd do all to pleaſe your maid, 
Bat fear*'d my lot was far above ye. 
J heed not dad, nor mother's ſcorn ; 
Love gives to me my lad ſae bonny, 
We for each other ſure are born, 
T'hen take me to your arms my Johny ! 


My birth they ſay was bigh, and ſo, 
For greater bliſs they did defign me, 
They'd have me fly from one ſo low, 
But love and fate to you incline me. 
I heed not dad, &C.—-As above. 


But ſince I ſpeak my honeſt mind, 
And ſwear that you're the ſwain to pleaſe me, 
Will yon be tender, fond, and kind, 
And never with to leave or teaze me 
I heed not dad, &c, 


I know your heart is good and true 
As any laird's, ſo let's not tarry, 
To Tay's fam'd fiream we'll bid adieu, 
For folks in love 'tis beſt to marry. 

I heed not dad, &c. 


SE ee 


SONG XL. 
Wrote for a Lady. 


WEE? not, ye ſtreams of ſilver Tay; 

Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks ſae bonny ! 
The? wars have call'd my love away, 
| Heav'n will protect my faithful Johny. 
| 'T was Fame that urg'd him to the field, 

*T was Fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 

Pleas'd, I ſurvey'd the glittring ſhield, 
| But ah! how much our parting grieves me! 
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Let dad and fretſul mother ſcold, 

And for ſome richer laird deſigu me; 
Yet neither pow'r, nor pomp, nor gold, 
From youthful Johny ſhall incline me. 

'T was Fame, &c.— As above. 


Whats wealth compar'd to him I love? 
To him for ever fond to pleaſe me? 
The live long day beneath the grove 


To ki(s, to clap, to bleſs and ſqueeze me 
'T was Fame, @c, 


Weep not, ye ſtreams of filver Tay ! 


Nor mourn, ye flow'ry. banks ſac bonny | 
Tho! arms allur'd my love away 


Heav'n will return unhurt, my Johny, 
'T was Fame, &c, 


TILL EL EL IL EEE EE IE EELEES. 
SONG. XLVI. 
Mingling of Souls, 


W you know how we meet o'er our jolly full 


bowls ? 


As we mingte our liquors, we mingle our ſorts ; 

The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſoothes the ſtrong, 
And nothing but friendſhip grows all the night long: 
We drink, laugh, and celebrate every deſire, 

Love only remains our unquenchable fire, 


PCC 
s oOoNG XLVIL. 
A: DU E T. Tune, Guardian Angels, 
A UARN an angels ! bov'ring 5 me, 


Save a lover ſick with care ! 
| D 
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Nor from faireſt Myra tear me, 

Oh! "twill heighten my deſpair ! 
May 1 with her ſpend the day, 
In raptures paſs my years away; 
And ſhould 1 from theſe ſhades remove, 
Deign to watt along my love, 


Myra, 
Venus queen of lore and beauty, 

Parent of, ſoft am'rous pain, 
Little Cupid ! do thy duty, 

Eind mie to my tender ſwain. 
Reaſon I to love muſt yield, 
Love victorlous wins the feld: 
Hence, ye ſons of wealth away! 
1'll my ſhepherd lad obey, 


Damon. 
Come, ye Cupids ! twine the myrtle, 
Bring along the ſweets of May, 
Wreath a flow'r enamel'd kirile, 
| For my Myra's wedding day, 


Both. 

| Innocence, and meek-ey'd Love, 

| Peace,-—inhabitant above, 

| Joys harmonious deſcend, 

vs All our moments to attend, D.C. 
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| SONG XLVIII. 


| 
| HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gol-!, 
| And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops be 
hold 3 

The lark's early matten procleims the new day, 
| And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. 
| With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
| While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
| Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, fullow, follow the hounds in full cry. 
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Let the drudge of the towu make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave uf the ſtate hunt the ſiniles of the court, 


No care nor ambition our pleaſures annoy, 


But innocence ſtill gives a zc:t to our joy. 
With the ſpurts of che field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 
Tho? often, like us, they'ce flung out with qiſgrate. 
With the {ports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a pom, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name 
And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſectes to refuſe, 
Yet in ſpite of her airs, fhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the blefling of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro! the woodlands to | 

roam, | 
And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 
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F ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 
Let ſuch be my partner the muſe ſhall deſcribe, 

Not in party, or ſtature, too high nor too low, 

Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of the beau; 

No feibble, who's taſte in my dreſs muſt be ſhewn, . 
Nor coxcomb, tuo flaviſhly fond of his own ; — 
No pe dant in ſeaſe, nor conceited young ſmart, 
For wiſdom and conduct muſt conquer my heart. f 
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Nor from faireſt Myra tear me, 

Oh! *rwill heighten my deſpair ! 
Nay 1 with her ſpend the day, 
In raptures paſs my years away 
And ſhould I from theſe ſhades remove, 
Deign to watt along my love, 


Myra, 
Venus queen of love and beauty, 

Parent of, foft am'rous pain, 
Little Cupid ! do thy duty, 

Eind me to my tender ſWwaiu. 
Reaſon I to love muſt yield, 
Love victorious wins the field: 
Hence, ye ſons of wealth away! 
I'll my ſhepherd lad obey, 


Damon, 
Come, ye Cupids ! twine the myrtle, 
Bring along the ſweets of May, 
Wreath a flow'r enamel'd kirtle, 
For my Myra's wedding day. 


Both, 
Innocence, and meek-ey'd Love, 
Peace,-—inhabitant above, 
Joys harmonious deſcend, 


All our moments to attend, SO. 
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SONG XLVIII. 


HE fun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gol, 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew- drops be: 
hold z 

The lark's early matten proclaims the new dey, 
And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow the hounds in full cry. 
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Let the dcudge of the towu make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave uf the ſtate hunt the ſiniles of the court, 
No care nor ambition our pleaſures annoy, 

But innocence ſtill gives a zeit to our joy. 
With the ſpurts of che field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 
Tho? often, like us, they'ce flung out with difgrare, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a pinm, the ſoldier hunts fame; 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name 


And the artful coquette, tho* ſhe ſectes to refuſe, 
Yet in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the blefling of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 
And when tir'd abroad ſind contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 
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SON G XLIX. 


The WIS H. By a Lady. 


F ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 

Let ſuch be iy partner the muſe ſhall deſcribe, 
Not in party, or ſtature, too high nor too low, 
Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of the beau; 
No fribble, who's taſte in my dreſs muſt be ſhewn, 
Nor coxcomb, too flavithly fond of his own ; 
No pedant in ſeaſe, nor conceited young imart, 
For wiſdom and conduct muſt conquer my heart. 
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Be manly his preſence, engaging his air, 
His temper ſtill yielding, and mind as ſincere ; 
No dupe to his paſſions, *gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt, the paſſion of love, 
Let honour, commendable pride of the ſex, 
His actions direct, and his principles fix; 
Then ground!e(s ſufpicions he'll never ſurmiſe, 
Nor with jealouſy read ev'ry glance of my eycs, 


When ſuch a bleſt youth ſhall approve my (mall charms, 
A:d no thoughts of intereſt his boſom alarms, 
In wedlock I'll join with a mutual deſire, 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh. the wavering fire, 
Thus life will glide on unperceiv'd in decay, 
Each night ſhall be bliſsful, aud happy each day. 
Such a partner, graut heaven! with my prayers com- 
ply ; 
Or a maid let me live, and a maid let me die. 1 


NN N e NN NN * N. * 
SONG . 
ARI ET T. 
SK you who is ſinging here, 
Who ſo blithe can thus appear 
I'm the child of joy and glee, 


And my name's V aricty, 


Ne'er have I a clouded face, 
Swift I change from place tv place, 


Ever wand'”ring, ever free, 
Such am I, Variety 


Like a bird that ſkims the air, 
Here and there and ev'ry where, 
Sip-my pleaſures like a bee, 
Nothing's like Variety. 


„ 1 a 
r 


OF-CHOICE SONGS, 41 


4 


Love's ſweet paſſion warms my breaſt, 
Roving, love but breaks my reſt ; 
One good heart's enough for me, 
Thy! my name's Variety, 


Crouded ſcenes and lonely grove, 
All by turns I can approve ; 
Follow, follow, follow me, 
Friend of lite, Variety. 


N NN NAM NN NN © 3-3-3308 8-8-8 57 
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I've been courting, 


1 E been com ting at a laſs 

Theſe twenty days aud mair; 

Her father winna gie me her, 
She has ſic a gleib of gear. 

But gin I had her where I Wou'd 
Amang the hether here, 

1'd ſtrive to win her Kindneſs, 


P 


For a' her father's care. 


For ſne's a bunny ſunſie laſt, 
An armsfu? I ſwear ; | 

I wou'd marry her without a coat, 
Oc e'er 2 plack o' gear, 

For, truſt me, when 1 ſaw her firſt, 
She gae me fic a wound 

That a' the doctors i' the earth 
Can never mak' me feurd. 


F 
3 


For when {he's abſent frae my fight, 
I think upon her fi:'i ; 

And when I dle, or when I wakt, 
She does my tenſes 1 

May Heu ens guard the bond y laſs 
That ſweerens a my life; 

And fhame fa' me gin e'er 1 ſeek 
Anither for my wife. 


„ „„ EE EL RD CT OO TIED _ — p ˖ cis ca — 


- * _— ow - ——Uͤ—ͤ——— . E—ü—— ctwoacdss. . DD2— gt., — — — —— ——— —p— — U UU eee aa 2 — 2 — 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
; 
| 


1 - Dow 


| 
| 


* . 
| — —— — — * „„ e r Z 21. —— +. 1 * 
—— — 


42 A COLLECTION 


S 0 N. G:-LIT:; 


LL hall to the day that merits more praiſe 
Than all other days in the year; 
Aud bleſs'd be the night that giveth delight 
Fo the pour mai as well as the peer, 
May good fortune attend every honeſt man's friend, 
That does the beſt that he may; 
Forgetting all wrong in a cup and a ſong, 
We'll drive the cold winter away, 


Let miſery pack, and a whip at her back, 
Down down the Tartarian flood ; 

And let emy be drown'd in a river profound, 
He that envies another man's good, 

May ſorrow's expence come a thoufand years hence, 
In payments of a long delay, 

For we'll ſpend the whole night in an honeſt delight, 
Juſt to drive the cold winter away. 


The covurtiers of ſtate fots open their gate, 
And bids a free welcome to moſt, 

The city likewiſe, tho? {ommething preciſe, 
Does not fail for to bring forth a roalt. 

But by all report, both of city and court, 
In the conntry we bear the ſway, 

Our money is ſpent with a better inten 
When to drive the cold winter awey. 


Now let each individual ſhake hands with a grace ; 
May friendſhip's firm ties ever bind 

The honeſt man's hand, and the honeſt man's heart ; 
May his tewples with olives be twin'd. 

Fron henceforth let knaves be chain'd to deep graves, 
For an honelt man will bear the ſway, 

His money is ſpent with a noble intent 
When to drown the fatignes of the day, 
And to drive the cold. winter away, . 


1 
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SONG LIM, 
TULLOCHGORUM, 


Written by a Clergyinan at Aberdeen, 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And raſet weel your fiddle ſticks, 
But baiiijh vile Italian tricks 
Frae ovt your quorunt, 
Nor fortes wi pianos ux, 
Cie; Tuilochgoruam, R. FeR5USSON- 


OME gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 
And lay yonr diſputes all aſide, 
What lignifies't for foiks to chide 
For what's been done before them ? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Wig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agrer, | 
To drop their whipmegmorum. | 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirt! and glee, 
And chearfu' ſing alang wi” me 
Tlie reel of Pullochgorum. 


—— — ů— RO 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us 4 in ane unite, 
And ony ſumph that keeps vp ſpite, 
In conſcience I abhor him, 
Blithe and merry we's be 2“, 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Bliche and merry. we's be a', 
To mak? a chearfu? quorum, 
Blithe and merry we's be a", 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, | 
And dance, till we be like to fa, f 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 
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There needs na? be ſae great a phraſs + 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 
I wadna? gi'e our ain Strathipeyz 

For half a hundred ſcore oem, 


| 
| 
| 
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They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 

They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
WH a' their variorum, 

They're dovff and dowie at the beſt, 

Their allegro's, and a' the reit, 

They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compar'd wi! Tullochgorum, 


Let Warldly minds thernſelves oppreſs 
W fear of wavt, and double ceſs, 
And filly fanis themfelves diilreſs 

Wie keoing up decorum. 

Shall we ſae ſour and ſuiky lit, 
Sour and ſu'ky, four and fulky, 
Shall we ſac ſour and ſuiky fir, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shail we (ae ſour aud ſulky ft, 
WY neither ſenſe, nor nirth, nor wit, 
And canna' rife to ſhuke a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May chgicett blefings (till attend 
Each honeſt. bearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 

Be a' that's good before him! 
May peace aud plenty be his lot, 
Peace anc plenty, peace ang plenty, | 


May peace and ple; be his lot, 


And dainties a gt et ore o' 'em! 
May peace aud plenty de his iot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ! 

And may e never wam a groat 

Thaus tond uf Tu lochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreflion's tool, 
Mey envy gnau his rott n ſoul, 

Aud blackeſt fiends devour him! 
May dule and ſorrow be his chance, 


Dole and ſorrow, dole and jorrow, 
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May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And honeſt ſouls abhor him | 
May dole and ſorrow be is chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Whoc'er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tuilochgorum: |! 
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SONG IIV. 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 

As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs is fond of each fehow ſhe meets, 
Yet ia ſpite of her arts I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cheaity, and merry, and happy through lite, 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whensver ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaſe ; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 
One woman's the ſame as ancther to me; 
So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro? life, 


I laugh at- the. wretches who ſtupidly pine, 
For falſe-hearted gipſies, they title divine; 
At worſt of my love tits no phyſic I aſfls, | 
But that which is found in the bowl or the faaſk ; ' 
For go things how they will, 1'll not make the leaſt: | 
ſtrife, | 
Bat be cheary, and merry, and happy thro' life. | 


The girl that behaves with gocd- humour and ſenſe, 
Shall (till ro my. heart have the warmeſt pretence ; 
And for thoſe that would jiit me, deceive, aud betray, 
fn honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 
'Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 
wut be cheary, and merry; and happy thru? life. 


| 
| 
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SO NG EY: 
The Miller's Wedding. 


* E, noighbours, your work, and to fport and 
to play; 
Let the tabour ſtrike up, and the village be gey: 
Let the tabour, &c 
No day thro! the year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 
For Ralpi of the mill marries Sue of the green. 
For Kalph, &c, 
Chor, 1 love Sne, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy as we. 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride, 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ; 
My bedy is ſtont, and my heart is as ſound, 
And my love, like my courage, will never give ground. 
1 love Sue, &c, 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed ; 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with a kiſs, 

I love Sue, &c, 


Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your beaus, 
Nor bounces, nor flutters, nor wears your fine cloaths, 
In nothing be'ii tollow from folks of high life, 

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wiſe, 
I lee Sue, &. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus chou art kind, and thy tongue but lies ſtil?, 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 
aud none be ſo happy as Rilph and his Sue. 
I love Sue, Kc. 
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SO NG LI. 
My Mother did ſo before me. 


AN a briſk young lively laſs, 
A litile more than twenty, 
And, by my come!y air and drefs, 

I can have ſweet. hearts plenty; 
But I'I! beware of wedleck's ſnare, 
Tho? dving ſwains adore me; 
The men I'll reaze myſelf to pleaſt, 
My mother did to before me. 


In rich brocades, and diamonds briglit, 
Like g yeſt ſprings delighting, 

My paris and humour shell unite 
To make me more inviting : 

For I' advance, and learn to danze, 
To pleaſe ſhall be my glory; 

I'll learn to trace sach ſtep with grace, 
My mother did fo before me, 


I'll dreſs as fine as fine can be, 
My pride ſhall be my pleaſure ; 
And th” the neigubours envy me, 
To mind them I've no leiſure. 
I'll take delight, both day and night, 
To be talk'd of in ſtory; 
I'll have it ſid, There jhies a maid ! 
My mother did ſo before me. 


To park and play Fil often go, 
To ſpend each leiſure hour; 

'i walk and talk with cv'ry bean, 
And make them feel my pow'r. 

But if a dart ſhould pierce my heart, 
From one that does adore me, 

We'll wed and kife, what harm in this? 
My mother did fo before me. 
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Then will I manage, when I wed, 
My huſband to perfection; 

For, as good wives have often ſaid, 
« Keep huſbands in ſubjection.“ 

No ſnarling foo! ſhall o'er me rule, 
Or e'er eclipſe my glory; 

I'll let him ſee l' miſtreſs be, 
My mother did fo before me. 


WEILLEISFEFEFE IE EFIEEISEFIITEEESEE+ ++ 
35 0 NG LVII. 


The Laſs at the Brow of the Hill. 


T the brow of a hill a fair ſnepherdeſs dwelt, 
Who the pangs of ambition or love ne'er had felt, 
A few ſober maxims {till ran in her head, | 
T was better toearn e'er ſhe eat her brown bread ; 
That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, 
And to folk in a cottage contentment was wealth. 


Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below, 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau, 


Mou'd oftemimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 


And would reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale; 
With his winning behaviour he fo wrought on her heart, 
That, quite artleſs herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implar'd ; 


And would lie with the grandeur and air of a lord: 


Her eyes he commended, with language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaſt ; 

With his ſighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 
That, in downright compaſſion, to love ſhe inclin'd. 


But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion in a moment decreas'd; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 

And boaſts of his conqueſts to Suſan and Nell : 
Tho? he ſees her but ſeldom he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt, 
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Take heed, ye young meidens of Britain's gay ile, 
How ye venture your hearts for a lock or a ſmile ; 
For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all their 
(kill, 
But remember the laſs at the brow of the hill, 


mme 


SONG LVIII. 
The Gawkie. 


LITHE young Bets to Jean did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 
Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wi? Jamie ? 
Ah na, laſe, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about ſamie tak' dae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 
For he's ta'en up wi? Maggy. 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſe, 
Did I not ſee your Jamie pass, 
wy muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggy. 
I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 
And Maggy took them ne'er amiſs : 
"Tween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi? this, 
That Beſs was but a gawkie. 


For when e'er a civil kiſs I ſeek, 2 
She turns her head, and thraws her check, 
And for an hour 1he'il ſcarcely ſpeak ; 
W hu'd not call her a gawkie? 
But ſure my Maggy has mair ſenſe, 
She?11 gi e a ſcore without fence ; 
Now ge me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye ſhall be my dawtie, 
E E 


— «c  — U— — 
— ä 2 IT —— — — 
— 67＋⁵ꝗꝙ2F 2 OS — ↄ — — — —— 


32 A COLLECTION 


O Jamie, ye ha'e many ta'en, _ 

But I will never ſtand for ane, 

Or twa, when we do meet again, 
Sae ue*er think me a gawkie. 

Ah na, laſs, that ne'er-can be, 

Sic thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 

Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 
E'er to think thee a gawkie, 


But, whiſht, nae mair of this we'll fpeak, 
For yonder Jamie does vs meet ; 
Inſtead of Meg he kiR'd fre ſweet, 
I trow he likes the gawkie. 
O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 
When I tame by, your gown” s (ae new, 
J think you've got it wet wr dew. + .. 
Quoth ſhe, that's like a gaw kie, | 


| ' 1t's wat wi? dew, and 'twill get rain, | 
| And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae ye may gang the gate you, came, 
| And tell it to your dawtie. 

The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheeks, 
| He cried, O cruel maid !- but ſweet, 
| If 1 ſhould gang another gate, 

I ne%er cou'd meet my dawtie. 

l 
| 
| 
| 
| 


C 
SON 0 LIX, 


A MASON © O'N G. 


| By a Brother of the Lodge of Sr Luke, Edinò urg. 


Tune,—M the garb of old Gant, 


N the dreſs of Free Maſons, fit garments for Jove, 
With the ſtrongeſt attachment, true broth-rly love, 
We now are aſſembl'd, all jovial and free, 
For who are ſo wiſe, and ſo happy as we 


' 
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And ſince we're bound by ſecrecy to unity and love, 
Let ns, like brethren, faithful ro ev'ry brother prove : 
Thus, hand in hand, let's firmly (tang, 

All Maſons in a ring, 
Protectors of our native land, 

The Craft, aud the King. 


Tho! ſome, with ambition, for glory content], 
And when they've attain'd it, defpiſe each poor friend, 
Yet a Maſon, tho noble, his fame to inſore, 
Counts each Maſon his brother thu? ever ſo poor, 
And fmce we're bonnd, &c. 


Bat not to onr brethren alone we confine 
That brotherly love, that affection divine; 
For our kind hearted ſiſters in that bear a ſhare, 
And, as we admire, we're belov'd by the fair, 
And ſince we're bonnd by ſecrecy to unity and love, 
Let us, like brethren, faithful ftill to ev'ry ſiſter 
prove, &c, 


With juſtice, with candonr, our boſoms are warm'd, 
Our tongues are with truth and ſincerity arm'd ; 
We're loyal, we're truſty, we're faithful to thoſe, 
Who treat us as friends, and we {mile at our foes, 
And fince we'ce bound, &c, 


We bend to the King, to our Maſter we bend-; 
For theſe are the rulers we're bound to defend 
And when ſuch a King, ſuch a Maſter ariſe, 

As Britons, as Maſons, we've cauſe to rejoice, 
And hnce we're bound, &c, 


USD) D592 ES >a > ewe => >= a >> 
SONG LX. 
T he Queea of the May, 


Jenny. TAN winter has left us, the trees zre in 
| bloom, 
And. cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows perfuine 3, 
E 2 | 
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While kids are diſporting, and birds fill the ſpray, 
I wait but for Jockey tv hail the new May. 


Jocley. Among the young lilies, my. Jenny, I've ſiray'd, 
Pinks, daifies, and woodbines 1 bring to n:y maid; 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender gay, 

A poſy to farm for my Queen of the May, 


Jeuuy. Ah! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile, 
When ſeated with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May. 


Fockey. Young Willy is handſome, in ſhepberd's green 


dreſt, 
He gave you theſe ribbons that hang at your breaſt, 
Beſides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay; 
Was that done like Jenny, the Queen of the May ? 


Jenny. This garland of roſes no longer J prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted, his paſfion denies : 
Ye flowers, ſo blooming, this iuſtant decay, 
For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May, 


Fockey, Believe me, dear. maiden, your lover you: 
wrong, 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong ; 
From the dews of pale eve? to the dawning of day, 
I ſing but of Jenny, my Queen of the May. 


Jenny Again, balmy comfort with tranſpart I view, 
My fears are all vaniſh'd ſiuce Jockey is true: 
Then to bur blithe ſhepherds the news Ill convey, 
That jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the day, 


Fockey. Come all young lovers, I pray yon draw neor, 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear ; 
Believe not your eyes, left your peace they betray : 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new May. 
Come all young lovers, & c. | 
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SONG LII. 
Highland Queen, 


O more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwaing, 

+ Of purling ftreams, or flow'ry plains ; 
More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 

And Phoebus tunes the warbling lyte: 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 

To celebrate my Highland Qneen, 


In her, ſweet innocence you'll find. 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; 
From pride and eaffectation free, 

like ſhe ſmiles on you and me. 

The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
i do pronounce my Highlard Queen, 


No ſordid with, or trifling joy, 
Her (etrled calm of mind deſtroy ; 
Strict honopr fills her ſpotleſs zul, 
And adds a luitre to the whole; 

A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mien, 
All center m my Highland Queen, 


How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 


Has deſtin'd tor fo fair a mate; 

Has all theſe wond'rous gifts in ſtore, 
And each ieturning day brings more: 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 
Polletling thee, my Highland Queens. 


CHAO AGS COSI COOTEOSERIN NES 


SONG LXII. 
Highland King. 


E muſes nine, O lend your aid, 
-. Infpire a tender baſht] maid, 
E 3 
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That's lately yielded up her heart 

A conqueſt to Love's pow?rful dart, 

And now would fa'n attempt to fing 
The praiſes of my Highland Kirg.. 


mie, the pride of all the green, 
Js joſt my age, e'en gay fifteen ; 
When firſt I ſaw him, 'was the day 
That vſhers in the fprightly May, 
When firſt J felt Love's pow'rful ſtingy 
And ſigh'd for my dear Highland King. 


With him, for beauty, ſhape, aud air, 
No other ſhepherd can compare; 
Good-nature, honeſty, and truth, 

Adorn the dear, the matchieſs youth, 
And graces, mode than I can ling, 
Bedeck my charming Highland King. 


Would once the deareſt boy but ſay, 
*Tis you I love; come, come away, 
Unto the kirk, my love, let's hie; 

Ye gods! in rapture I'd comply; 
And I ſhould then have cauſe to ſing 
The praiſes of my Highland King. 


cok co keck c elo 3c foot hooker ie Bg Ecco 
S. ON G. EXIT 
Roſflia Caſtle, 


9 WAS in that ſeaſon of the year, 

When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin with the morning ray, 

Aroſe, and ſung his rural lay ; 

Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſuny, 

The hills and dales with Nauny rung, 

While Rollin caſtle heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the cheerzul ſtrain, 
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Awake, ſweet mule, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and fing ;- 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a ſong :- 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay, 

O bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt [miles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on ev'ry ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
Tis beauty fires the ravim'd throng,. 
And love infpires the melting ſong :. 
Then let my raviſh'd notes arife, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my rising boſur warms, . 
And fills my ſoul with Wweet alarms, - 


-Q-come,. my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away ; 
Come, while the mufe tifis wreath ſhall twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine, 
O hi.her haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces*that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine, 


SONG LXIV, 


Some Tune; 


OM Roſlin caſtle's echoing walls 
Reſounds my ſhepherds ardent calls, 

My Colin bids me come away, 

And love demands I ſhould obey. 

His melting ſtrain and tuneful lay 

So much the charms of love diſplay, 

I yield—nor longer can refrain 

To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain, 


| 
| 
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No longer can my heart conceal 
The painful pleaſing flame I feel, 
My foul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, 
Aud echoes back in love again, 
Where lucks my ſongſter? from what grove 
Does Colin pour his notes of love 7 
© bring me to the happy bow'r, 
Where mutual love may blifs fecure. 


Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 
Repeating, as it flies along, 
To Colm's ear my Krain convey, 
And ſay, I bafte to come away. 
Ye zephyrs ſoft that tan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale; 
In whiſpers all my ſoul expreſs, 
And tell. 1 haſte his arms to bleſs. 
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OW hard is the fortune of all woman kicd? 
For ever ſuhjedted; for ever conſm'd. 
Our parents controul us until we are wives, 


And our buſbands enflave us the reft of our lives 


If only we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But ſecretly. langulſh, compelPd to conceal : 
Denied ev'ry pleaſure of life ro enjoy, 
We're ſham'd if we're kind, and we're blam'd if we're 
coy. 
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r Bor'ey-meal. | 


Y name is Argyle : you 'may think it frange: 


To live at the court, and rever to change, 
8 
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All falſehood and Rattery I do diſdain, 

In my ſecret thoughts no deceit ſhall remain: 
In ſiege or. in battle Int er was diſgrac'd ; 

I always my king and my country have fac'd ; 
I'll do any thing for my country's weal, 

1'd live upo* bannocks o' barley- meal. 


Adieu to the courtiera of London towa, 
For tv my ain country 1 will gang Jewn ; 
At the ſigut of Kirkcaldy ance again, 
Ill cock up my bonnet and march amain. 
O the muckle de'il tak a' your noiſe and ſtrife, 
I'm fully reſolv'd for 2 country life, 
Where a' the braw lafſes, wha kens me weel, 
Will feed me wi? bannocks o' barley meal. 


Ii! quickly lay down my ſword and my gun, 
And I'll put my plaid and my bonnet on, 
Wi my plaiding ſtockings, and teatker- heei'd ſhoon, 
They'll mak? me appear a fine ſprightly toon, 
And when I am dreſs'd thus frae tap to tae, 
Hame to my Maggy I think for to gae, 
Wi' my claymore hinging down to my heel, 
To whang at the bannocks o' barley- meal. 


Vi! buy a fine preſent to bring to my dear; 
A pair of fine garters for Maggy-to wear, 
And ſome pretty things elſe, I do declare, 
When ſhe gangs wi'' me to Paiſley fair, 
And whan we are married, we'll keep a cow, . | 
My Maggy fall nulk ber, aud 1 will plow : 
We'll live a' the winter on beef and lang kail, 
And whang at the banocks © barley meal. 


If my Maggy ſhow'd chance to bring we ua ſon, 
He's fight for his king, as his daddy has done ; 
Pl! ſend bim to Flanders ſome breeding to learn, 
Syne- hame into Scotland, aud keep a farm, 

And thus we'll live and induſtrious be, 

And wha'll be ſae great as my ay me 2: 
We'll ſoon grow as fat as a Norway 

Wi feeding on baunocks o' bariey- meal. 
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Aclieu to you citizens every ane, 
Wha jolt in your coaches to Drury-l-n: ; 
You bites of Bear-garden, who fight for gains, 
And you fops wha have got more wigs chan brains: 
You cullies and bullies, 10 bid yon adien, 
For whorir; and (wearing I'll leave it to you 
Your wocdcock and pheaſant, your duck and your tea}, 
I'll leave them for bannocks o' barley meal. 


I'll leave off kifling a citizen's wiſe, - 
I'm fully refolv'd for a coumtry life 
Kiſſing and toying, Ii fpend the lang doy, 
Wi' bonny young, laſſes on cocks of hay; 
Where each clever lad gives his bomyy lass 
A kiſs and a tumble upo' the green graſs : 
I'll awa? to the Highlands as faſt's I can reel, 
And whang at the bannocks o' harley- meal. 


o N N CNN Nc N NN N 
s oN G IXI. 
Alloa Houſe. 


HE ſpring ime returns and clothes the gi-en plains, 
An] Alloa ſhines. more chearful and gay; 


The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring cwalrs 


Sing merrily round me wherever I tray : 
But Sandy no more returns to my vie,; 

No ſpring- time me chears, no muſic can charm ; 5 
He's gone! and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 

Adieu ev'ry pleaſure this boſom can warm! 


\ 


O Alloa-houſe ! how much arti thou chang'd ? 
How (lent, how dull, to me is each grove ? 
Alone I here wander where once we both rang'd, 
Alas! where to pleaſe me my Sandy once ſtrove ! 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told, 
Here liſt'ned tag fond whenever you ſung ; 
Am I grown leſs Mär then, that you are turn'd cold? 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe flattering tongue ? 
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So Toke the fair maid, when ſorrow's keen pain, 
And ſhame, her laſt fauit'ring accents ſuppref.'d ; 
Tor Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear (wain, 
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addreſs'd : 
My Nelly! my fzir, I come; O my love! 
No pow'r ſhall thee tear again from my arms, 
And, Nelly! no more thy loud ſhepherd reprove, 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores all thy charms, 


Shs heard ; and new joy ſhot thro” her (oft frame, 
And will you, my love ! be true? ſhe replied ; 
And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the Came ? 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me luis bride ? 
O Nelly ! I live to find thee till kind ; 
Still true to thy wein, and lovely as true: 
Then, adieu to all error ; Whar ſoul is fo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you ? 


FOES IEEESL eee 
SONG LxVU. 


Same June. 


H | how could I venture to love one like thee, 

And you not. deſpiſe a poor conquelt like me ? | 
Ou lords, thy admirers, could look with ditdain, ' 
And knew 1 was nothing, yet pity'd my prin? 
You ſaid, while they tan d you with nonſenſe and des-, 
When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs; 
You ſaw through that filence which others deſpiſe, 
And, While beaux were a-taiking, read love iu my eyes. 


| O! how ſhall I fold thee, and Kiſs all thy charras, 
Till, fainting with pleaſure, I die in your arms; | 
Thro? all the wild tranſports of ecſtary tos, | 
"Fill, ſiaking together, together we're loſt ! 
Oh! where is the maid that, like thee, re'er ca clay, | 
Whiſe wit does enliven each dull paufe of joy; | 
And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, 


From beautifal nuſtreſs turns (culible friend. 


- 


4 
— BY 
e „„ ens 


Pas. 1 4 1. 4 err + „* 
—— 22 * 23996 2 — —ů —•U—ä— — — woes ———— ——ꝛ—ů— T— * 


* A COLLECTION 


In vain do 1 praiſe thee, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. 
In all that you do, in each look, and each mien, 
The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 
When I ſee yon, I love you; when hearing adore : 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
&nd kiſſing your lips, you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can T deſpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look away care; 
I'n aſk thy advice when with troubles oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 
In all that I write I' thy judgment require; 
Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love did infpire, N 
I'll kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, | 
And then live in friendſhip, when paſſion's no more. | 


77 Ofc of 
SONG LXVIII. 
Make Hay while the Sun ſhines, 


5 IS a maxim I hold, while I live to purſue, 
Not a thing to defer which to day I can do ; 

This piece of good counſel attend to, I pray, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


_ Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
To her ear gently pont the ſweet poiſon of love : 
With Kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay, 


—— r 


If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments, free from reſtraint; | 
Erforce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the (un ſhines is the time to make hay. 
But, ſhould you the prefent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may, with juſtice, proclaim you an aſs: 

Then briſkly attack her—if longer you ſtay, 
The (un may not ſhine, and you cannot make hay. 
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SONG LXIX, 
Merry may the Maid he. 


ERRY may the maid be 
That marries the miller, 
For foul day, and fair day, 
He's ay bringing till her; 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 
For dinner and for (upper; 
And, gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
And lumps of yellow butter, 


When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
I ſpear'd what was his calling; 
Fair maid, ſays he, O come and ſee, 
You're welcome to my dwe'ling : 
Though I was fby, yet 1 cou'd (py 
The truth of what he told me, 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 
And room in it to hold me, 


Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 

Of good hard cakes his mither bakes, 
And bannocks were na ſcanty ; 

A good fat ſow, a fleeky- cow 
Was ſtanding in the byre; 

Whillt lazy puſs, with mealy monte, 
Was playing at the fire, 


Good figns are theſe, my mither ys, 
And bids me tak” the miller; 
For foul day, and fair day, 
He's ay bringing ti!! her ; 
For meal and malt ſhe does na wan. 
Nor ony thing that's dainty ; 
And now and then a keckling, hen, 
Ts lay her eggs in plenty. 
F 
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SONG LXX. 
Wert chou but mine ain Thing. 


\ ERT thou but mine ain thing, 

Would loye thee, I would love thee, 
Wert thou but mine aj. thing, 

How dearly would 1 love thee. 


As round the elm th' enameur'd vine 
Delights with wanton arms to tine, 
So I'd encircle thee in mine, 
And ſhow how much I love thee. 
Wert thou but, &c. 


This earth my parediſe thowld be, 
Id graſp a heav'n of joys in thee, 
For thou art al! thy ſex to me, 
So fondly do I love thee. 
Wert thay but, &c. 


Should thunder roar its loud alarms, 
Amidſt the claſh of hoſtile arms, 
Fd ſottly fink among thy charms, 
And only live to love thee, 
Wert chou but, &. 


Let Fortune drive me far away, 
Or make me fall to foes a prey, 
My flame for thee ſhall ne'er decay, 
And dying | would love thee, 
Wert thou but, .&c. 


Tho' I were number'd with the deai), 
My ſoul ſhonlid hover ronnd thy head: 
{ may be turn'd a filent ſhade, 
Put cannot ceaſe to love thee, 
Wert thou but, &c, 


2323 „„ © 694+ + $4.4. vc 4 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 63 


5O NG LXXI. 


The Lover. 


H. happy a lover's life paſſes, 
When beauty returns ſigh for gh! 
He looks upon all men as afles, 

Who have not ſome girl in their eye, 


With heart full as light as a feather, 
He trips to the terras or parks; 
Where ſwains crowd impatient together, 
And maidens look out for their {parks, 


What ſweet palpitation arifes 
When Chloe appears full in view ! 
Her ſmiles at more value he prizes 
Than miſers the mines of Peru. 


Tho? ſwift- winged Time, as they're w2lking, 
' Soon parts them, las! by his flight; 
N By reflection he ſtill hears her talking, 
And abſent he keeps her in ght. 


Whenever abroad he regales him, 
Aud Bacchus calls our for his laſs, 
His love for his Chloe ne'er fails him, 

Her name gives a weſt to his glaſs, 


No other amnſements he prizes, 
Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe ; 
| She's firſt in his thoughts when he riſes, 
| And lait, when he cloſes his eyes, 


Then let not ambition diſtreſs us, 
Or fortune's fantaitical chace ; 

Love ouly with Chloe can bleſs us, 
And give all we wait to embrace, 


F 2 
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Y the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill; 
My heart leap'd with joy at (5 plealing a fight, 
For Phebe, | vow, is my only delight, 


J told her my love, ard ſat down by her fide, 
And ſwore the next morning I'd m«ke her my bride ; 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Ger, out of my fight, 
And go to your Phillis you met here laſt night, 


Surpriz?d, I replied, Pray explain what you mean, 
I never, 1 vow, with young Phillis was ſcen; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at. 
O! can't you ? the cry d: well, I love you for that, 


% Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? 
O Colin! O Colin! you can't have forgot; 
J herd the whole (tory this morning from Mat; 
You ftill may deny it, 1 love you for thats 


'Tis falſe, I reply'd, dear Phebe believe, 
| For Mat is a rover, and means tv deceive : 
You very wel! know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure my dear charmer mizit hate him tor that. 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, 
| I' own 'twas to know the true ſtate of your mind. 


Tranfported, I Kd her, ſhe gave me a pat; 
I made her my wife, and {he loves me for that. 


Fr 
SONG LXXIII. 


; 
t The Country Wedding. 


| Sp haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 
| | neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no Jorger delay: 
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Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labours, 
Aad let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day, 
Ye votaries all attend to my call, 
Come reel in pleaſures that never can cloy ; 
Come ſee rural felicity, 
Which Love and Llunocence ever enjoy. 
Come (te, &Xc, 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crowd to, „nd beat at rhe breaſt of the gre:t ; 
To ſuch wretched pions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe oaes of ſtate, 
We boa(lt of no wealth but contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip gur moments employ, . 
Come fee, &c. 


With reaſun we talle of each heart itirring pleaſure ; 
With rraſon we drink of the full flowing bow], 
Are jocund and guy, but all within me«fure, 
For fatal exceis will enflive the free ſoul. 
Then come at our biddirg to this happy wedding, 
No care (hail obtrude nere our vlifs to annoy, 
Come ice, &c. 


= 0-NG. LIXIY. 
P LAT O's Advice, 


a ah Plato, Why ſhoulel man be vain ? 
| Since bounteons Heuv'n hatn made him great“ 
Why ook with infolent diſdain 
On thoſe wideck'! with wealth or Hate: 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the tir; 
Can all rhe glories of 2 crown ' 
Give heallh, or eaſe the brow. of Care:! 


The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd fave, 
Tie humble and the havghty de; 
E 43 
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Fhe rich, the poor, the buſe, the brave, 
In duit, witkourt diftinRion lie. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greotelk titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, | | 
And all their honours are no more, 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gitded train; 
Wen ſhot—"tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diffolves to commu! air again, | 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, — 
Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay : 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls; 
When Jove commands we mutt obey. 


SL kh bop 3c 3 A ok oo ok och. cog oh oh 
$. > NG LXXV, 
Hearts of Oek. 


| OME, cheer vp, my lad, tie ts glory we ſtcer, 
| To add ſomething new to this wondetf | year ; 
| Jo honour we call zou, dont preſs you ſike Haves, 
3 For who are fo free as the ſons of the waves? 
| Hearts of oak ate our ſhips, hearts of oak are ov: 
men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady: 
Weil fight, and we'll conquer again and agzin, 


We n&er meet our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never meet us, but they wiſh us away: 

f they run, then we follow, and run them a fore, 
And if they won't fight us, we cannot do more, 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They frighten our women, our children ard beam: 
| But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get ver, 
Sul Britons they'll find to receive them on horse, 


* * 
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We'll tilt make them run, and we'll (till make them 
ſweat, 

Fn ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette : 

Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 

Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king, 


ELLE IEEEET EET EEE EEE EE EE EEE EEEDL 
SONG LXXVI. 
A favourite new Song. 


OU Strephon, 1 own, is the joy of my heart; 
J love the dear youth, he's fo lively and ſaiart-: 

His converſe is pleaſing, be's manly and gay, 
And his breath is as ſweet at the flowers in May. 
When he ſings his love rains, ell toe ſwains in a throng, 
In raptures are ſeen with mv ſhepherd's ſult ſong, 
While the nymphs all around me with envy furvey, 
Becauſe Strephon heils me the Queen of the Mays 


But love without jealouſy re'giis on my part, 
For, as well as the May, I'm the queen of his bears; 
Such joy and delight does his eonftancy bring, 
Without envy I'd look on the ſtare of a king. 
T'other day for my head he a chaplet enwin'ds 
Of roſes and myrtles, and jonquils combin'd ; 
I gave him a kiſs for the favour, tis true, 
And how could I help it— 1 only atk you? 


You'll fay I was forward, and greatly to blame, 
What girl! for ſach fayour would not do the ſame ? 
For 'twill not be long before Strephon an ], 

Shall join hands and hearts in one facred tie. 

Then ſure when the church has performed its rites, 
And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights, 

For his faith and his troth, to bind al our bliſs, 
Touwll ſurely allow.— tis my duly to ifs, 


13 A COLLECTTON 


SONG LXXVII. 


Surg in Lethe, 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, | 
Who: fuily miſguides, and infirmities vex ; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſ> without joy, and lie down without reti; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the fiream, and forget all your care. 


Ola maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain,, 
And young one's the rover they cannot regain ; 
Ine rake ſhall forget how lait night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd. 
Obey then the fur; mons, to- Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion te trouble and care. 


The wife, at one draughe may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond idol, to forget her gallants; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yellerday's wreich be quite happy: to day. 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Druik deep of the ſtream, and forget ail your cares 
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SONG LXXVIII, 
The Storm, or Dangers: of the Seas 


| Sarto rude Boreas,. blufrivg railer, 
Liſt“ ye landmen all co me; 
Meſsmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the davgers of the ſea, 
From bounding billows, firtt in motion, 
W hen the diſtant whirlwinds rife, 
| To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
| When the ſeas contend with Mies. 
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Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and hallyards ftand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawhlnp, 
Down your ſtay-fails, hand, boys, hand, 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee top fail ſheets let go; 
Cuff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-{zils nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock"'d twist beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms. 
Around us roars the tempeſt louder : 
Think what fears our minds enthral : 
Harder yet, it yet blow: harder, 
Now again the boatſwain' cull, 


The topſail-yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe; 

Let the fore ſheet go, don't nünd, boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 

Fore and aft the ſpritfail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear ; 

Hands up, each preventure brace ſet, 
Man the fore yard; cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 

On our heads fierce rein falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings fluſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black Ry! 

Diff*rent deaths at once ſurround ne, 
Hark | what means von dreadfol cry 


The fore maſt's gone, cries ev'ry tongve out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck 

A leak beneath the cheſtres's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, 

Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bot; 
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Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in che hold! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild waves beating, 
We tor wives and children movrn : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas ! to them there's no return ! 
SUL the leak is gaimng on ve, 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
Only Hr can fave us now. 


On the lee-beam is the laud, boys, 
Let the guss o'er board be thrown 5 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys, 
See ! her mizen-maſlt is geme. 
The teak we've found, it cannot pour falt, 
We've lighted her a foot or mote ; 
Then up and rig a jury {ore-maſt, 
Sbe's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear off fore. 


Now, once tore, on joys we're thinkirg, 
Since kind Fortune ſav'd our lives ; 

Come, the cann, buys, let's be drinking 
To ovr ſweethearts ant! our wives. 

Fill it up, »bour ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join 

Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it? 
None ;—our danger's crown'd in wine, 


SONG LXXIX, 
Tone, — 0 the broom, %c, 
OW happy wits my days till now? 
I ne'er did forrow feel ; 


J roſe with joy to milk. my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning- wheels, 


Gr - 040 0 „%% eo AAS Oo CDT IEEE —— — — — — HS er —— —7 2 % os ooo 


—_———— — „ „ — -- 23 — » F 10 
— 
— 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 11 


My heart was lighter than @ fly, 
Like any bird I ſung 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Oh ! the fool, the filly, Gly fool, 
Who truſts what man may ;be ! 
J with I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


FEY . Ke * 546 = Kann 5 55 0% ASE ENA 
SONG LXXI. 
A a Lady, 


A now my bloom comes on «pace, 
The ſwains begin ro teaze me; 
But two, who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try different ways to pleaſe me. 
To judge aright, and chuſe che beſt, 

Is not ſo ſoon decided ; 
When both their merits are expreſt 
I may ve leſs divided, 


Palemon's flocks unnumber'd ray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; 
Wou'd I but (mile, be kind and gag, 
He'd give me all his rreaſvre : 
But then, our years ſo diſagree 
So much, as I remember, 
It is but May, I'm ſure, with rae, 
With him it is December, 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in Noom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing ? 

*T would ſpoil each vip! ving joy do come, 
Bring every charm to ruin. 

For dreſs and ſhow, to touch my pride, 
My littie heart is panting ; 

But then, there's ſomething elle belide, 
J ſoon ſhould find was wanting, 
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Then Colin thou my heart ſhalt gain, 
For thou wilt ne'er deceive me; 

And grey hair'd wealth fhall plead in vain, 
For thou haſt moſt to give me, 

My fancy paints thee full u charms, 
Thou looks ſo young and tender, 

Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
Ts thee I now ſurrender, 


-EE-ESSEESESSEIESSESE N . t N M NN. 
SONG. EXXKI. 


The Way to keep Him, 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart, 
For once, attentive be a while 
To what 1 ſhall impart, 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And lears the way to keep him, 


As ſoon as Nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes tor man, and longs to know 
The ſareſ! way to keep him, 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt, 

And yon, by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt, 

Be not foo bold, not yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


—— 
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At court, at all, at park, or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride ; 

And, left your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide : 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will Nad too late, 
That's not the way to keep him, 


In dreſſing never the hours kill, 
That bane to all the (ex ; 

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride, 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
For that's the way to keep him, 


And when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleflings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys fur ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware. 

His love with kind compliance mvet, 

Loet conſtancy the work complete, 

And you'll be ſure to keep him, 


CEEEEEI ACE EEEAEI IEEE ELIE 
SONG LXSXII. 


A favourite Song, by Miſs H. 


ATDENS, let your lovers languiſh, 
If you'd have them conſtant prove 
Doubts, and fears, and ſighs, and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love, 
Jocky woo'd, and 1 conſented, 
Soon as e'et 1 heard his tale; 
He, with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale. 
Maidens, let your lovers, &c, 
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Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 

Who rejects him with diſdain ; 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain, 
Maidens, let your lovers, &c, 


Sasse GISSEIOTSISS 
SONG LXXXIII, 
The Gipſey, 


A* thro! the green meadow I chanced to pass, 

A gipſey fat under a ſhade, 

Who told me, ſhe ſaw by the lines of my face, 
That my doom was to die an od maid, 


Her prophecy 6i1'd me with grief and diſmay, 
And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick, 

Becauſe I'd oft heard my grandmother Cay, 
That gipſies do deal with Old Nick. 


For farther advice to the curate J weut, 
And told lum my caſe in a tright, . 

Says he, pretty maid, be content for a While, 
And I'll alter the caſe before night. 

O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 
And with arguments fo very ſtrong, 


That, believe me, ye maids, the devil is a liar ; 
And ſs there's an end of my ſong. 


Nc ee eee e oe 
SONG LIXXXIV. 
The Maid of the Mill, 


TTEND all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to my la), 
And learn from my tale to go wiſer away. 


yn 
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A damſel once dwelt at the foot of a hill, 
Well known by the name of The Maid of the Mill, 


The lord of the village beheld the (ſweet maid ; 
Each art to lubdue her was prefently laid; 
With gold he endeavonr'd io tempt her to ill, 
Kut nouglit could prevail with the maid of the mill. 


Young Johnny addrefs'4 her with hope, and with 
fear; | 
His heart was right honeſt, his love was ſincere ; 
With rapture, each moment, his boſom would thrill, 
Whene'er he beheld the dear maid of the mill. 


His paſſion was founded in honour and truth; 
The nymph read his heart, and, of courſe, lov'd the 
youth. F 
At church little Jenny ſoon anſwer' d—I will, 
His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the maid of the mill. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair! 
Content! they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care: 
The flame they firſt rais'd in each other burns ſtill, 
And Johnny is bleit with the maid of the mill. 


NN NN Nun N & NN I I N * N NM N N 
SONG LXXXV, 


Tune, — Highland Auen. 


Gently tonch'd her hand, ſhe gave 
A look that did my foul euſlave; 
I preſs'd her rebel lips in vain, 
They roſs up to be preſs'd apuin ; 
Thus happy I no further meant, 
Thau to be pleas'd and innocent, 


On her ſoft breaſts my hand I laid, 
And a quick liglit impreſſion made; 
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They with a kindly warmth did glow, 
And ſwelPd, and ſeem'd to overflow : 
Yet, trult me, 1 no further meant, 
Thau to be pleas'd and innocent. 


On her eyes my eyes did prey, 
O'er her ſmooth limbs my haud did ſtray y 
Each ſenſe was raviſh'd with delight, 
And my ſoul ſtood prepar'd for flight: 
Blame me not, if at laſt I meant, 
More to be pleas'd than innocent. 


NMX RIEOR UB KOO IR IRIRININ EC 
SONG EXXXVI. 
Bravs of Ballenden, 
A fawourite Scots Song, Sung by Mrs Hudſon. 


B a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 
One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

So fad, yet fo ſweetly, he warbPd his woe, 

The wird ceas'd ro breathe, and the fountains to flow ; 
Rude winds, with compatſton, could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain, 


How happy, he cried, my moments once flew, 
E*er Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſn'd ii: my view 3 
J hoſe eyes then, with pleaſure, the dawn could ſurrey, 
Nor {mil'd the fair morning more chee ful than they: 
Now ſcenes of diſtceſs pleate only my light, 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and lazguiſh in light. 


Thro? changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, ail but conſpire my griefs to renew; 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly ſrom to piercing an air: 
But love% ardent fever burus always the ſame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer infla nie. 
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But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retiree, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires : 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind. 
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care? 
To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


SONG LXXX VII. 
T he Milk, Maid. 


OMING home with my milk the young 'ſquire 1 
met, 
Says, Polly, love, ſet down your pails, 
J have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 
If I pay you, you mult not ell tales. 


To oblige kim, and 'cauſe that I would not be eros, 
I preſently quitted my pails; 

He pulPd me down gently on a bed of green mit; 
And kiſs'd me—1 thould not tell tales. 


I ſtrove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down; 
I begg'd to go home with my pails : 
He vow'd, to ſuch pitch his fond paſſion was grow. 
__ He'd wed - but I mutt not tell tales, 


So gently he woo'd, and fo warmly he preſt, 
That I little more thought of my pails, 
Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeſt 
Of my beart-—but I muſt not tell tales. 


He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd make me his wife 
And eaſe me of carrying paits ; 

If he don't, why, as ſure as à muſcle has life, 
If I'm filent, there is one will tell tales. 
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SONG LXXXVIII. 
Friend{hip. and Wine. Py Mr Gil/on. 


ET the grave and tlie gay enjoy life how they mey, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures furpaſs ; 
Go the world we or ili, dis the ſame with me (till, 
If 1 have but my friend and my glaſs. 


The lover may ſigh, the courtier may lie, 
And Crocſus his treaſure amaſs; 

Al the joys are but vain that are blended with pain; 
So I'll fland by my friend and my glaſs, 


New life wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, 
And oft w ins the lover his laſs, 

Or his courmye prepares to diſdain the rymph's airs ;. 
39 I'll ſtand by my friend and my glats. 


Ihe earth ſucks the rain, the ſim draws the main, 
With the earth we age all in a Claſs; 

Then enliven the clay, let us Jive while we mey, 
And I'll ſtand by my friend and my giats, 


is friendſhip end wine only life can refine : 
We care not whate*er comes to pals 
With courtiers or great men, there's none of us ſtateſ. 
men: 
Come Here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


NN NM NN NN NE MIC NN NN 
SONG LXXXIX. 
Through the Wood 'Lefke. 
Nelly! no longer thy Sandy now mgurn, 


Let muſic and pleaſure abound without m. eaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, &c. 
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O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or, thro? the wood, laflie, until thou return, 
Thro' the wood, laſſie, thro? the wood, laſlie, 
Thro' the wood, thro' the wood, 
Thro' the wood, laſe; 
O'er hillocks, ver mountains, &c. 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight have I known day or night; 
The murmuring, ſtream, and the hill's echo, tell 
How thro” the wood, laſne, 1 breatt'd my fed knell, 

Thro' the wood, &c. 


And now to all ſorrow I 1} bid full adieu, 
And, with joy, like a dove, I'll return to my love; 
The maxim of loviag in truth let us know, 
T hen thc? the wood, lie, we'll bonnly go. 
Thro' the woud, &c. 


Come lads, and come lsſſas, be blichſoine and gay, 
Eet your hearts mercy be, and both full of glee : 
The Highlands ſhall reign with the joy of the day, 
When thro' the wood, bappyy we'll dauce, ling, and 
play. 
Tbro' the wood, &c. 


D Nc Borch r 00e. . N f d gcc 
8. ON G XC. 
Lament for General Welfe. 
RITONS, loyal and bold, 
We woold never be controls 
By the French, See the braveſt of bis ſex, 
Britih Wolfe, ſtout and good, 


Made the rivers-ruo with blood, 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. 


Brave Wolfe was our commander. 
Montcalm was their defender, 


k Ra 


Their numbers did us ſorely difinay- 3: 
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But? brave Wolfe, ſtout and bold, 


He would never be controuPd, 
And his laſt dying word was, — Huzza * 


Contented I die, 

Since we've gad the victory, 
As you tell me the battle is our own ; 

Let my foul depart in peace, 

And the wars for ever ceaſe, 
Since my life for fair Britain is gone, 


The Highlanders, in hot blood, 
And ſailors, ſtout and rude, 
Like madmen did claſh them away: 
When the French began ro run, 
We advanced on their ground ; 
But our grief was for Wolte-—Oh that day 


Then the city it ſurrender'd, 
The gates firaight we enter'd ; 
Our ſhips in the harbour lay thick. 
We thanked the Moſt High 
For this ſignal victory, 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. 


EEE EEE LEE ET EEE ELEC EEE EY DDD 
8 O NG XCL 


the dead of the night, when with labour oppreſs'd, 

All mortals enjoy the calm bleffings of reſt, 
Cupid knock'd at my door, I awoke with the noiſe, 
And who is it (I call'd) that my ſleep thus deftroys ? 
You need not be frighten'd, he auſwer'd fo mild, 
Let me in; I'm) a little unfortunate —_ 
'Tis a dark rainy night; and I'm wet testhe fkin ; 
And my way I have loſt, and do pray let me in. 


I was mov'd with compaſſion ; and, ſtriking a light, 
1 open n'd the door, when a boy ſtood in ſight, 
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Who had wings on his ſhoulders ; the rain from him 
dropp'd, 

With a bow and arrows too he was equipp'd. 

I ſtirr'd up my fire, and cloſe by its fide, 

j fet him down by me, with napkins I dry'd, 

I chaft'd him all over, kept out the cold ur, 

And I wrung with my hands the wet out of his hair. 


He from wet and from cold was no ſooner at eaſe, 
But taking his bow up, he ſaid, If you pleuſe 
We will try it ; I wow'd by experiment know 
If the wet hath not damag'd the Itring of m bow. 
Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew, 
To the ſtring he 2pply'd it, and twang went the yew ; 
The arrow was gone: in my boſom it center", 
No ting of a hornet more ſharp ever enter'd. 


Away ikipp*d the urchin as brifk as a bee, 
And laughing, I wit you much joy, friend, quoth he; 
My bow is undamag'd, for true went the dart; 
But you Will have trouble enough with your heart. 


S ON. XClI. 
The Happy Freedom, 


OME all ye young lovers, who, wan with deſpair, 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and-figh for the fair, 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 

And tell them, 'tis heav'n to lie in their arms: 

Be wife, by example take pattern from me, 

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 

For let what will happen, &c, 

Young Daphne I faw, in the net I was caught, 

I iy'd and I ftatter*d, as cuſtom had taught: 

I preſs'd her to blefs, which ſhe grented full ſoon ; 
But the date of my paſſiou expir'd with the moon; 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd : 1 ſaid it might be: 

Im forry, my dear, but by Jove l' be free, &c. 
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The next Was young Phillis, as bright as the morn; 
The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with {corn. 


1 laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none cun be handſome „ bur ſuch as are kind; 
Her pride and ill nature was loſt upon me; 

For in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove I'li be free, &c, 


Let others call marriage the harbour cf joys, 

Calm peace Iglelight in, and fly from all noiſe ; 

Some chuſe to be hamper'd, 'tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 
Like birds they fing beſt when put in a cage. 
Confinement's the devil, iwas ne'er male for me, 

Let who will be bound dar es, by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 

In a tcaſt to the young and. the beautiful laſs, 

W hoſe yielding and eaſe preſcribes no dull rule, 

Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : 

Let us bill. like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 
For, iu ſpite of grave leflons, by Jove Ul be free, &c. 


Lebotetoberototobotchotokomictctatototorere ere one rel 
SONG XCIII. 


The Anſwer. 


OW dare yov, bold Strephon, preſume thus to prat, 
And laſh the fair {ex at this monſtrous rate, 
To boaſt of your freedom, lince not long ago 
That you was a ſlave to fair Chloe you know! 
When the next, arrow comes, I wiſl't be from me, 
Then I'd give you that anſwer, By Jove I'il be free, 


You ſay that young Daphne you brought to diſgrace 3 
I thank my kind ſtars, that is none of my cafe ; 
I'll take ſpecial care, Sir, of yieiding too ſoon, 
Nor will 1 deſpair at the change of ihe moon; 
It ne'er was ia your pow?'r yet to ruin me, 
So I tell you with courage, By Jove I'll be free, 
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The next was young Phillis, whom beauties adorn; 

She ſerv'd yon but tight, Sir, to treat you with ſcorn ; 

When the fox could not get the ſweet grapes in his 
pow'r, 

He gave them a curſe, and he (aid chey were ſour : 

So thoſe nymphs that are wile, Sir, and won't ruin'd be, 

With ſpleen you deſpair of, yet cry, L' be free. 


Although you make ſport, Sir, of the marriage» ſtate, 
Remember proud Str, phon, ie may be your fate; ; , 
In the height of your fever, your pains to aſſwage, 
When there's no other way, von 111 be glad of a cage, 
Wanen mirth, wine, and mui:c no cordials can be, 
May the fair one then anſwer, By Jove Vil be tree. 


LI wiſt that all women would follow i iny rule ; 

Then ſoon, haughty Strephon, you'd look like a fool : 
Wien Cupid has ſhot with a well-pvinted dart, 

And made an impreſſion upon your vain heart, 

When trembling aud pale, you approach the fair ſhe, 
May ſhe anſwer you coldly, By Jove Pll be free. 


But give me the man that can love without faint, 
(For natural beauty is far before paint, ) 

Who thinks it a bleſſing to (ettle tor Pfe, 

And knows how ty value a virtuous wie 

With patience I' wait till 1 find the kind he, 
And then I'll no longer deſire to be free, 


nn SLAG TESSSES 
SONG xciv. 


Banks of Forth. 


WAKE, my Love, with genie ray, 
Ihe ſun returning mids the day; 
Awake, the balmy zephyr blows, 
The hawthorn bloonins, the de glos, 
The trees regun their verdam tie, 
The turtle woves his tender bride, 
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To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 
And Forth, in-dimples, glides along. 


O more than blooming dailies fair ! 
More fragrant than the vernal air! 
More gentle than the turtle dove, 
Or ſtreams that murmur through the grove ' 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, 
Theſe pleaſures wait on walting ſpring ; 
Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy; 
Nor fear what fleets ſo faft will cloy. 


Ofcchorfoogeon hora Roopooroohoofook Ghortoofeafook oyookss | 


SONG xu. 
Tune,—Charler of Saueden, 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
| Crown this night with pleaſure: 
Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our pleafure : 


Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 

That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 

May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 

May enjoy new pleaſure, 


And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their ay, 

And ſing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 
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The beggar was a clever loon, and he lap ſheulder 
height, 
O ay for heken quarters as I gat yeſternight, 
And we'll go vo more a roving, &c, 


5 1K -- ... M N. N. -& & K · N 


8 O0 NG CVI. 
May- Eve or, Ke of Aberdeen, 


HE flver moon's enamonr'd beams 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding Itreams, 

And kiſs refl-ered light: 
To courts begone ! heart ſoothing ſleep, 7 

Where you've fo feldom been, 
Whilſt I May's waketui vigil keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen, 


The nymphs and ſ\wains expeRant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till mora uubars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not haf (6 fragrent, half ſo fair, 
As Rate of Aberdeen. | 


I' tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe you nodding grove, 

Till new- wak'd birds diſtain their throats, 
And hail the maid I love. 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new dreſs'd green 

Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſ@me o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 
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The feſtal dance young, ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, p 

Till May, in morning-robe, draws nigh, 
And claims à virgin-queen : 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
„% Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


N „l een 


SONG CVIL, | . 


The Charms of a Bottle, 


E. mortals, waom ſorrow and trouble attend; 
W hoſe life is a feries of pain without end, 
For ever depriv'd of hope's all chearing ray, 
Nor know what it is to be happy a day. 
Obey then the ſurnmons, tbe bottle invites, 
Drink deep, and YI! warrant it ſets you to rights, 


Did Neptune's falt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho' all Europe's powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 
Surrounded with plenty of ſuch rare grape-ſhot, 
Obey then the ſummons, &. 


Was each dull pedantical text ſpinning vicar 
To leave off dry preaching and ſtick to his liquor, 
O how would he wiſh for that power divine, 
To change, when be would, (imple water to wine, 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubYd mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not, that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 
W ho ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind, 

Obey then the ſummons, &c. 
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SONG XCVIII. 


The choice of a wife. 


N city, town, and village, my fancy oft hath rov'd, 
A Phillis and a Chloe I ev'ry where have lov'd ; 
But, tired with variety, to marriage l'm inclin'd, 
Would fortune only grant me a partner to my mind, 
Then 1'd go no more a roving, 
But, conſtant as the dove, 
My time I'd paſs, with ſuch a laſs, 
In harmony and love, 
Then I'd go no more a roving. 


f care not for complexion, be the black, brown or fair, 

If ſhe has but diſcretion, and meaning in her air; 

Her ſhape I would have graceful, to pride and folly blind, 

To mind the one thing needful, to cultivate her mind. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c, 


An animated form, where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move, 

And innocence, retioing, the tenderneſs of love; 

From ſcolding, and from ſcandal, I'd have her tongue be 
free, | 

And always neat and clean keep herſelf and family. 
Then I'd go no more à roving, &c. 


I'd have a juſt decorum in ali her actions ſhine, 

With a temper condeſcending to ſuit herſelf and mine; 

Of a chearful diſpoſition, with humour free aud gay, 

And ſometimes with a ſong; for to paſs an hour away, 
Then I'd go no more a roving, Se, 


It ſhall not be my ſtudy to court a leaden purſe, 
Airho) with that ingredient ſhe will not be the warſe ; 
Let modelty reſerve be her property and choice, 
Not over fond to cloy, and yet not over nice. 

Then I'd go no more a roving, &. 


To heighten my affechion and double all my joy, 
A proſpect I would have of a lovely girl or boy; 
H 2 | 
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And ont of what J have, for "tis what I would allow, 
would charitable have her, and heſſitable too. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c, 


This granted, I would freely my lberty refign, 


She Mould give me her heart and hend, and I Won 


give her mine; 
A monarch on his throne then unenvy% | mond be, 
For home would be a paradiſe with ſuch a p41 as ſhe, 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c, 


$0 ND. ACE, 
The choice of a huſbar d. 


Same June. 


INCE hononr has attended upon the marry'd Rate, 


And from the torch of Hyinen our happineſs 


date; 
If e'er the fates ordain it that J ſhould be a wife, 
The picture I will draw of the partner of my life, 
Then I'd live no longer lingle, 
Conld but my influence 
A conqueſt gain o'er ſuch a ſwain, 
Endu'd with manly ſenſe. 
Then I'd live no longer ſingle, 


The fop, the beau, the fribble, cou'd ne%er my fancy two 


Nor yet would I admire the rattle headed rake ; 


But, to guard bimſelf from inſult, I'd have him bold a 


brave, 
To wink at little foibles that I may chance to have. 
Then I'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


His perſon in proportion, more robuſt than fine, 
A ſort of eaſy careleſsneſs, deportment to incline : 
And offably, and candidly, ſhare all wy joys and cares. 
And give me my prerogative in family affairs, 
Then I'd live no longer firngle, & c. 
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Nis converſation fraught with endearing ſentiments, 
Free from the pedant ſtiftueſe, or ruce impertinence 3 
In all his lawful dealings let honour ſtill preſide, 
Frugal in economy, let prudence be his guide, 

Then I'd live no longer lingle, &c. 


His principles untainted, his morals juſt and ſound, 
And one in whom the dictates of huvgeity is found; 
] value not the glaring, of wealth and pageantry, 
But plac'd above neceſſity is juſt enough for me, 
Then-1'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


Could you but recommend me to ſuch a ſwan as this, 

Pad thinks mviclf arriv'd at the ſummit of all vlits ; 

Aud for his health and welfare for ever I would pray, 

And think wyſelf in duty bound to love and to obey. 
Then I'd live no longer fingle, &c. 
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Tune, —Apron Dearys 


F Y ſheep I neglefted, 1 loſt my ſheep-hook, 
And all the gay haunts of my: yuuth I foriook ; g 
No more for Amynta freſh gariands 1 wove, 
Por ambition, I aid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with atabition to do? 
Why left I Amyaia ? why broke I my vow ? 
O give me my ſheep, and my ſheep book reſtore, 
I'll wander from love and Amynta no more, | | 


Through regions remote in vain do 1 rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me {rom loves 
O fool! to imagine that eight can ſubdue 
A love fo well founded, a paſſton ſo-tru?. 
O witat had my youth, &c. 


Alas ! 'tis too late at thy fate to repine, 
Poor ſhepherd | Amyata no more can be thine 
Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wihes are vain s 
The moments negledted ryturn bot ag un. 

O what had my youth, &c, | 
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ON G. Cl. 
* 
Sang at Vauxhail. Set by Ar Potten, 


HE laſt time I went to the fair, 

I met my faithful Sandy there; 
He left his mates and flew to me, 
Ana kif/d my hand with merry glee: 
Then led me forth beneath the vale, 
(Aud give me ſweetmeats, cakes, and ale) 
Where all the village gaily fpent 
The live-long night in merriment. 


Not all the lads I daily ſee, 

With Sandy can compared be ; 
He is the moſt accompliſh'd youth, 
For virtue, inuocente, and troth, 

- His locks are as the raven black, 
In flowing ringlets, down his back ; 
With rofy cheeks and face fo neut, 
And coral lips that kif: fo ſweet. 


His cot is feated by a null, 
Adjoining to a chryſtal rill ; 
Upon whoſe verdant margin creep 
(So ſweet to view) his flock of ſheep-. 
Next Eaſter day, leſs il! betide, 
He's promis'd 1 (hall be his bride : 
Among the fwains, alas ! how few, 
Like Sandy, are ſo Kind and true! p 
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Set by Mr Howard, 


HY heaves my fond boſum? ah! what can it 
| mean ? b 
Why flutters my heart ghat was ence ſo ſerene“ 
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Why this Gghing and trembling when Daphne is near ? 

Or why, whea ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 
Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand foft charms that embelliſ thy face: 

Each moment I view thee new beanties Þ find ! 

With thy face I am chat m'd, but euſlav'd by thy mind, 


Untainted with folly, anfully'd with pride, 
There native good humour and virtue refide ; 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul mey topply, 
With compaſlion for tim, who without ibet moſt die, 
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SONG ClIII. 
Tune, — Bak; of Forth, 


FE ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain, 
Where ſweetly winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to theſe banks „gain, 

Since there my charwing Molly bides, 
Thefe banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 

Waere Molly's charms adorn the platn,, 
And chear the heart of ev'ry (wain, 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amidſt the rural throng, 

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my luys, 
And Molly's charms were all my (uig, 

While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 

No forrow did our mirth allay ; 

We (ang of pleaſure, ſung of love, 

And muſic breath'd in every grove, 


| 
| 
1 
l 
N 
| 


O then was Lt the happieſt ſwain ! 
. No- adverſe fortune marr'd my joy; 
The ſhepherds ſigh'd for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was cox, 
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O' er Fortha's mazy*banks we ſtruy'd : 

I. woo'd, | lov'd the beauteuns maid z- » 
The heauteons maid my love return'd, 
And ooch with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the grefly bank reclin'0, 

Where Forth ran by in murraurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 

The charming Molly lull'd aſleep : 
My heart then leapt with inwerd bliſs, 
I foftly ſioop'd, and ſtole a kiſs ; 
She wak'd, the bluſl'd, and faintly blam'd,. 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ?. 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 

Where birds their muſie chirp'd aloud, 
Altero+tely we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair mearders view'd.. 
The meadows wore « gen'ral (ſmile, 
Love was our banquet al! the while ;. 
The lovely profpett cha! m'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the ſK y. 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods, 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart; 
Reſtore me to theſe beſt abodes, 

And eaſe, oh eaſe | my loveſick heart; 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Moll and I ſha!l part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall! fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms: 


SO NG CIV. 


Set y Mr Boyce: 


ATL no more, ye learned aſſes, 

| "Gainft the joys the bow] ſupplies ; 
| Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſcs, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
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Fill them higher (till, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers Fght it up again, 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Euter jollity aud joy : 

We for thinking have no eiſure, 
Manly mirth is our emptvy ; 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'i! the preſent hour engage; 

And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


TAXFFFF FILE EE. EIS FFI TE 
SONG CV. 
The Jolly Beggar. 


HERE was à jolly beggar, and a begging he was 
bound, 
And he took vp his quarters into a landFart town. 0 
And we'll go no more a roving, a roving in the night, 
We'll go no more a roving, boys, let the moon ſhine 
ne'er ſo bright; | 
And we'll go no more a roving, 


He wad neither lie in barn, nor yet wad he in byre, 
But in ahint the the ha? door, or elſe afore the fire, 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


— — ———ů woe 0 a= _— OS 


The begg>r's bed was made at e'en wi? good clean ſtraw 
and hay, 
And in ahint the ha' door, and there the beggar lay. 
And we'll go no more a roviig, &c. | 


| 


Up raiſe the goodman's dockter, and for to hor ihe door, | 
And there ihe ſaw the beggar ſtandin? i? the floor. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c, 
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He took the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed ke ran, 
O hooly ! hooly wi' me, Sir, ye'll waken our govdmar. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c, 


The beggar was a cunnin? loon, and ne'er 2 word he 
ſpak?, f 
Until he got his turn done, ſyne he began to crack. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


Fs there ony dogs into this town? maiden, tell me true 
And what wad ye do wi them, my htinny and my dos 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


They'll rive a' my mealpocks, and do me meikle wrang, 
© dool for the doing v't! are ye the poor man? 
And we'll go no more a roving, &. 


Then ſhe took up the mealpocks, and flang them ober 
the wa), 
The de'il gae wi' the mealpocks, my maidenhead and a'. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c, | 


I took you for ſome gentleman, at leaſt the laird of 
Brodie : 


| O doo! for the doing o't! are you the poor bodie ! 
| And we'll go no more a roving, & c. 

| 

| 
| 


He took the laſſie in his arms, and gae her kiſſes three, 
And four-and-twenty hunder mark to pay the nourice- 


| fee. 
| | And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 
| | He took a horn frae his fide, and blew baith loud and 
ſhrill, | 
And four and twenty belted knights came ſkipping o'er 
the hill, 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c, 


And be took out his little knife, loot a? his duddies gb 


And he was the braweſt gentlemen that was amenyz 
them a'. | 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 
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SONG XCVI. 
Highland Lad. 


Own by yon ſhady grove, one day I chanc'd to roye, 
To paſs the dall hours away : 


Beneath a myrtle ſhade I ſpy d a lovely maid, 
On her ſpinnet ſhe ſweetly did play. 

To yield me more delight, this charming lady bright, 
In concert ſhe ſung very fad, 

Unhappy maid am I, that ſure of love mutt die, 
For my bonny boany High, and lad, 


drew a little near, the better for to hear, 
And thts charming creature ſung on, 

My love has croſs'd the ſea, alas! he's gene from me, 
This charming comely yuung man ; 

His lovely air and mien may well deſerve a queen, 
Although that his fortune is bad; 

But yet I hope to ſee my love before I die, 
Oh! my bonny boriny Highland lad, 


Ye fates that rule above, preſerve the man I love, 
And keep him ſecure from all harms ; 

Guardian angels too attend, my love for to defend, 
And return him ſafe to my arms. 

If in battle he i, flain, all pleaſure I'll diidain, 
I'll rove quite diftra&ed and mad: 

There's none to eaſe my care, the loſs I cannot bear 
Of my bonny bonny Highland lad, 


Firſt when my love I'd ſeen one day in Aberdeen, 
My ſenſes were raviſhed quite; 


He was proper, ſtraight and tall, the comelieſt of them 
all, 


He's my only joy and delight ; 
I rear unto him drew, his bonnet it was blue, 
He was dreſs'd in his tartans and plaid ; 
A captive I became, and thinks it is no ſhame, 
Fer my bonny bonny Highland lad. 
x H 
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Oh! if I knew but where to find my deareſt dear, 
IT would range the wide world all o'er ;” 

To lea | would repair, dreſs'd in man's attire, 
To find out the youth I adore, 

Thro lonely woods Dll ſtray, and flow'ry meadows gay, 
will leave my mammy and dad, 

And never will return, but always Got and mourn 
For my bonny bormy Highland lad. 


EUR K. . tr 2: Kr t t . N N END 
SONG XCVII, 
Sung by Mrs Cibber in the Winter's Tale. 


OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 111 
ſhear, 
In our heliday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we! 


We harbour no paſtions by luxury taught, 

We praftiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eye, 
For, knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode. and caprice are the city dames led; 

But we all the children of Nature »re bred ; 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſe'd; 

For the roſes wiil bloom when there's peace in the breaſt. 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Zontem and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſid us, that love we reveal: 
Like the flocks that we feed are the puſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine ſolk to deceive and betray, 
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SONG CVIII. 
A favourite new Song. 


1 the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 

With trumpets' and cannons” alarms ; 

Let the brave, if they will, by their valour or Kill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arins, 


To live ſafe, and retire, is what I deſire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 

For in them I obtain true peace, without pain 
Aud the laſting enjoyment of reft, 


In ſome cottage or cell, like a ſhepherd, to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe ; 


In a peaceable life, to be bleft with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe, 


NMC HG OM NON 


SONG CIX 


Advice. By a young Lady, 


. would ye hope to pleaſe us; 
You muſt ev? ry humour try; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze ns, | 
Sometimes lavgh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we with to gain; 


Tho' we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 
If you purſue we fly in vain, 


1 
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SONG CX., 
A favourite Duet and Chorus, 


98 the conquer ing hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums, 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 

Songs of triumph to bim ſing. 


See the god-like yauth- advabce, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead ihe dance, 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's, braw divine. 


FEES IHE ESE EEE EEEESSs 
SONG CXI,' : 
| The 1 | 
Co Colin, pride of rural \wains, 


O come, aud bleſs thy native plains : 
The daiſies ſpring, ' the beeches bud, 


The ſongſters warble in the wood, 


Come Colin, haſte, O come away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay: 
When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the brids, and fan the trees, 


Oh! come and ſee the vi'lets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets fing : 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte ! and make us happy here, 
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SONG CI. 
A favourite Song. 


HO! my dreſs and my manners is ſimple and plain, 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave 1 diſdain ; 
My dealings arc juſt, and my conſc.ence is clear, 
And I'm richer than thuſe who have thoufands a year. 


Tho! bent down wirh age, and for fporting uncout!, 
feel no remorſe for the follies of youth; 
I ſtill tell my tale, and rejolce in my ſong, 
And, my boys, think ry age not a moment too long. 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place; 
Above all the titles chat flow from a throne, 
That of nhonelt I prize— and that title's my own, 
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SUNG CXIH;. 
The Seaſon of Love. 


RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 

His all-chearing beams do nature reſtore ; 
The cowſlip and daify, the vilet and rofe, 
Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance difclcfe ; 
The birds chearful ncres are heard in each grove, 
Ali nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love, 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping. amain, 
All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain; 
Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 
The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile : | 
The heart that's ſincere in affetion may prove g 
AA nature's force in the ſeaſon of love. 
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O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends, that expect us, accuſe our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 
Pl! ſtrive for my ſhepherd the garland to win. 
But ſee his approach whom my heart dogs approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the ſeafon of lobe. 


CCC 
S. 0 N. GS CX1V, 


ITH the man that 1 love was I deſtin'd to duel. 
_ On. a mountain, 2 moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſart, would be 
More pleaſing than courts, or a palace, to me. 


Let the vain, and the venal, in. wedlock aſpire. 
To what tolly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 
I yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! *cis all they can taſte. 


esse ss enen 


SO. NG CXV., 
Dawn of Hope. 


Dawn, of hope my ſoul revives, 
And haniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet ray deare!t Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care, 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love, 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The u penfive Celia mourn'd, 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for bgh returu'd. 
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When ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each riſing fear diſar ms; 

He, eager, ſprings to her enibrace, 
She {inks ito his arms, 
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SONG CXVI. 
Charms of Lovely Peggy. 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 

4 flame which time can never quell, 

But burns for thee, my Pepgy. 
You greater bards your lyre ſhould hit 
For ſay, what ſubject ö: more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 

And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo nuch the day adorn 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis“ lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not fo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks Id feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
Al's happy when ſhe's in my fght ; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 
AlPs dark without my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
A does my lovely Peggy. 
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I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nonght but truth J ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was nut ſo ſweet as Pepry. 


While bees from flow'e to flow'r do rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 
So long fſhajl 1 love Peggy. 
And when deat] lifts his pointed dart 
To ſtrike the blow that rends my heert, 
My words ſhall be, When 1 depart, 
Adieu“ my lovely Peggy. 


* NN N K. NN N N N N N . K N * 
SONG CXVII. 
Flowers of the Foreſt. 
1 F. ſeen the ſiniling of Forturt beguiting, 
1e felt all its favours, and found] its decay 


Sweet was its bleſhag, kind its careſfing, 
But nuw tis fled, — fled far away. 


" Pre ſcen tre foreſt adorned the foremoſt. 


With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and grips 
Sue bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the air per 
fumit p, | 
But now they are wither'd and weeded away. 
I've ſeen the mornicig with gold the hills adorning, 
And loud tenpeſt {forming before the mid-day. 
ee feen T weeds filver treams ſhining in ſuany beans, 
Crow drumly aud dark as he :zow'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune ! why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why til! perplex us, poor ſons of a day? 
Nae mair your (miles can chear me, nae mair your 
frowns can tevr me, | 
For the flowers of the foreſt are withered aways 
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SONG cxvIII. 


Same Tue. 


Fg O, ye ſtreams that moothly wide 
Uhro' mazy windings o'er the plain, 
I'll in ſome lonely cave reſide, 
And ever mourn my faithful ſwoin. 
Flower of the foreſt was my love, 
Soft as the {ghing ſummer's gale, 
Gentle and conſtant as the dove, 
Blooming as rules in the vale, 


Alas! by Tweed my love did fray, 
For me he ſearch'd the banks around; 
But, ah ! the fad and fatal day, 
My love, the pride of {wains, was drowrd. 
Now droops the willow ofer the {tream, 
Pale ſtalks his ghoſt on vonder grove, 
Dire Fancy paints him in my dream, 
Awake I mourn my hopelef love. 


ago hege οẽ,, 5 ο 8 — | 
8 ON G CXIX. 
The Flowers of Edinburgh. 


N Y love was once a benny lad, | 
He was the flower of all his kin; | 
The abſence of his bommy fice | 
Has rent my tender heart in twain, | 
I: day nor night find no delight, | 
In ent tears I ti complain; | 
And exclaim 'gaintt thoſe my rival foes, 
That ha'e ta en from me wy. darling (ws, 


— — — — 


Ty | Deſpair and angniſh fills my. breaſt, 
Since I have loſt iny blooming roſe 
I fgh and moan while others reſt, 
His abſence yields me no repoſe, 
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To ſeek my love I'll range and rove, 
Thro? ev 'ry grove and diſtant plain; 
Thus I'll ne'er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 

T' hear tidings from my dacling ſwain, 


There's nothing ſtrange in nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew ſach cruelty ; 
They caus'd my love from me to range, 
And knuws not to what deſtiny, 
The pretty kids and tender lambs 
May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain; | 
But 1'il mourn and lament, in deep diſcontent, 
For the abſence of my darling fwain, 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 
To fend a fair and pleaſant gale ; 

Ye dolphins ſweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me on your tail, 

Heav'ns bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While crofling of the regiug main, 

And ſend me ſafe o'er to that diſtant ſhore, 
To meet my lovely darling ſwain. 


All joy and mirth at our return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
The bells ſhall ring, and ſweet birds ſing, 
To grace and crown our ovptial day, 
Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's acms, 
My heart once more I will regain ; 
Then I'll range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 


HEHE ESE . HE DES HEHE d. EIB Be . he hehehe EN 


SONG CXX, 
Jocky and Jenny. 


Focky, HEN Jocky was bleſs'd with your love and 
your truth, 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant banks dwelt ſo blithſome a 


- 


youth, 
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With Jenny 1 ſported it all the day long, 
Aud ber name was the burden and joy of my for:g, 
And her name was the burden and jgy of my ſong, 


Fenny. Ere Jocky had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not ſo happy a ſhe, 
Such pleaſures with Jocky his Jenny had known, 
That the ſcorn'd in a cot the fine folks of he town. 


Focky. Ah! Jocky, what fear now poſſeſſes thy rind, 
That Jenny, ſo conſtaut, to Willy's been kind 
When dancing ſo gay with the nymphs on the plain, 
She yielded her hand and her heart to the ſwain, 


Fermy. You falſely upbroid-—but- remember the c ay 
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay; 
When alone with your Lucy, the ſhepnerds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made, 


Focky. Believe not, Cweet Jenny, my heart ſtray'd from 
thee. 
For Lucy the wanton's a maid ftill for me : 
rom a laſs that's ſo true your fend Jocky ne'er rov'd, 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny be luy'd, 


Jenny. My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor 
ſigl d, | 
For you of that heart was the joy and the pride. 
While T weed's waters glide, ſhall your Je:my be true, 
Nor love, my dear Jocky, a ſliepherd like you. 


Focky, No ſhepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a fair, 
For kindneſs no youth can with Jocky compare. 
We'll love then, and live from fierce jealouſy free, 
And none on the plain ſhall he happy as we. 


—— — — æœxV — — 
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Ef We ** + 48 
Fe baſhful lover, 
Set by Mr Hud/on. 


HERE lives a ſhepherd in the vale, 
Tender, conſtant, and ſincete, 
Who dares not tell his tender tale, 
Leſt he offend h's chormer's ear: 
I] cannot, dare not tell his name; 
But ſay, would you his paſſion blame ? 


His heart enſhrines the cruel fair, 
Of all his thonghts the conſtant theme; 
Her lov'd idea triumphs there, 
His daily mule, his nightly dream. 
I cannot, dare not, &c. 


When in ber preſence he appears, 

| He vails the ſecrets of his eyes; 

| More deep reſpe@t his paſlion wears, 

| Than ev'n his charmer can ſurmiſe. 
| I cannot, & c, 


| | Ah ! ould his love itſelf betray, 
And her auſterity offeud ! 5 

Her cruelty would drive away 

| At once the lover an vhe friend. 

21 cannot, &. 


nnn NN 
SONG CxXII. 


Strephov's complaint, 


HEN Delia ou the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, ray heart, if this be icve *: 


1 
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Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear; 
No other wit but he:'s approve ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho? I was once his ſtrongeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove, 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whea ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas'd beture,: 

The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhaihelt grove ; 
Tell me, my heert, if this be love ? 


When fond of power, of beauty vain, 
Her nets the ſpread for evry ſwain, 
I ſtrove to liate, but miar {trove j 
Tell me my heart, if this be love ? 


XXMNNNNXN NH 3:453-+:4$$-+:$-+-1 
SGN GEXITE 


Logan- water. 


OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 

An unt elenting foe to love; 
And when we meet a mutnal heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part; 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, and with the fou! away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone | 


But buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, | 
To bind the lov. ee, joyleſs vow, | 
The hen from pleaſure to ee 

Aud join the ge: Ke do the rude, 
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For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r, 
And I abſolve thy future care: 

All other wiſhes I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


C ² AAA K 
SONG CXXIV, 
Lack of Gold, 


OR the lack of gold ſhe's left me, 
And of all that's dear bereft me : 
She me forſook for a great duke, 
And to endleſs woes ſhe's left me. 


A ſtar and garter have more art 
Than yovth, a true and faithful heart; 
For empty titles we muſt part, 

And for glitt'ring ſhow ſhe's left me. 


No cruel fair ſhall ever move 

My injur'd heart again to love; 

Tbrough diſtant climates J muſt rove, 
Since Jeany ſhe has left me, 


Ye pow'rs above, I to your care 

Give up my charming lovely fair; 

Y our cboiceſt bleſſings be her ſhare, 
Tho? ſhe's for ever left me. 


W S e d l e e ee 
SONG CXXV, 
Pinky Honſe, 
BW Pinky houſe ftr jet me walk, 
A) While circled in my arms, 


I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
And gaze o'er all her charmfs 
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© let me ever tond behold 
Thoſe graces void of art ! 

Thoſe ckeartul ſmiles that ſweerly hold 
In willing chains my heart, 


O come, my love! and bring a new, 
That gentle tura of mind; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By nature's hand defign'd 2 

That beauty, like the bluſhing rote, 
Firlt lighted vp this ame; 

Which, like the ſun, for ever glows 
Within my brezalt the ſame ! 


Ve light coquets ! ye airy things 
How vain is all 'yonr art! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart! 

] gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful caſe ; 

That bluſhing morleſty that warms; 
That native art to pleaſe, 


Come then, my love ! O come along 
And feed me with thy charms ; 

Come, fair inſpicer of my ſong, 
O fill my longing arms ! 

A flame like mine can never die, 
White charms, fo bright as thine, 

Zo heav'nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 
And $I! the ſoul divine 


S O NG: CXXVI. 


Set by Dr Arne. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
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When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ce? ; 

Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did nvve 
To ſpeak her. mind thus free; 

* Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
« And 1 will follow thee.” 


Now Davy did each Jad ſurpaſs 
Thar dwelt on this burn fide ; 
Ad Mary was the bonnieft tafs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride. 
Blithe Davy's'blinks, &c. 


Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her ee*'n were bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


What paſs%d, I gneſs, Was frarnilefs play, 
And nothing, fure, unmeet ! 
For, ganging tame, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet ; 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c, 


His cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, “ Sweet love, be true; 
% And when a wife, 'as now a maid, 
46 To death I' follow you.” 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


As fate had dealt to him a ronth, 
Strait to the kirk he led her; 

There plighted her his faith and truth; 
And a bonny bride he made her. 

No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free ; 

& Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
&f And I will follow thee,” 
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SONG CXXVII. 


A man to my mind, 


INCE wedlock's in vogue, and tale virgins deſpis'd, 
To all backelors, greeting, theſe lines are preinis'd 
{'m a maid that would marry—oh ! could 1 but find, 
I care not for fortune — a man to my mind. 
A man to my mind, 
A man to my mind, 
I care. not for fortune — a man to my mind, 


Not the fair feather'd fop, fond uf faſhion and dreſs; 
Nor the 'ſquire, that can reliſh no joys but the chace 
Nat the free- thinking ruke, whom no morals can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor the other's the man to my mind, 


Not the ruddy-fac'd fot, who tops world without end 

Not the drone, that can't zeliſh his bottle and friend; 

Not the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl, that's un- 
kind ; 

Neither this, &v, 


Not the rich with full bags, withont breeding or merit; 7 
Not the flaſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit; 

Not the fine Mc Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 

Neither this, &c. 


But the youth, whom gaod ſenſe and good nature ins 
ſpire, 
Whom the brave mult eſteem, and the fair ſhou'd admire; 
In whoſe heart love aud truth are with honour con- 
join'q, 
This, this, and no other's the man to iy mind. 


K 2 


6 tas , F - 
— Dow 614 ———ů — K „ „„ „c ————— he as. ee 44. ws ws 


112 A COLEECTION 


SONG CXXVIII. 
The joys of harveſt 


TOW pleafure unbonnded reſounds o'er the plains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and Cwains, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt alung, 
And end all their tuils with a dance and a ſong : 
Potjeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

ieak winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they. have, and ne'er languiſh for more, 


Dear: Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies ; 

Gey youth is the ſpring time which all muſt improve, 
For ſummer to ripen and harveſt of love; 

Our heart: then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

W houſe frowns ſhall difarn: ev'n Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my butum, and pale ev'ry joy. 


efocjoofoopor oooyjcokeoboo chectoote ofoofoctorgooecgerts 
TON G CXXIX, 


In pralſe of claret. 


N ſpite of love, at length I've found 
A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhell eaſe me. 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, # 


Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 
'T'is a bottle of good claret. 


If you through all her naked charms, 

Her little mouth difcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; 
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Juch liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 
As will tranſport your ravih'd ſenſe; 
Then kiſs ard never {pare it, 
'Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But beſt of all, ſhe has no tongue, 
S5ubmiſſive the obeys me, 
She's fully better old rhan young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling (ways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complection black, 
And has a moit delicious ſmack ; 
Then kils and never ſpare it, 
'Tis a bottle of good claret, 


If you her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure youu vſe her kind, ſir, 
Claſp your hands about ber waift, 
And raiſe her up behind, fir ; 
As for her bottom, never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Theo drink and never ſpare it, 
'Tis a bottle of good claret. 


SONG CXXX, | A 
Sir Joha Malcolm, 


EFP ye wee! frae Sir John Malcolm, Igo and ago, 
5 If he's a wiſe man, 1 miſtak him, iram cor am 
dago 
Reep ye weel frae Sandy Don, Igo and ago, 
He's ten times dafter thin Sir John, iram coram dagse; 


To hear them of their travels talk, 
To gae to Londoa's but a walk ; 
I have been at Amſterdam, 


Where I (aw. mony a braw madam. 


To ſee the wonders of the deep, | 
Wad gar a man baith wail and weep 5 
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To fee the Leviathans {kip, 
And wi' their tail ding wer a ſhip, 


Was ye e'er in Crail town:? 
Did 7e ſee Clark Diſhingtoun 4 
His wig was like a drouket hen, 
And the tail o't hang down 
Like a meikle maun lang draket gooſe pen. 


But for to mak? ye mair enamour'd, 
He has a glaſs in his beſt chamber; 
But forth he ſtept unto the door, 
For he took pills the night before, 
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A favourite Song. 


LAS ! when charming Sylvia's gone, 
I figh, and think myſelf undone; 
But when the lovely nymph is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear, 
Thoughtleſs all but her I rove, 
Ah ! tell me, is not this call'd love? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me ſo * 
J die with grief when ſhe mult go, 
Bur I revive at her return; 
J ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo ſtrong, fo ſweet, ſo new, 
Suy, can they be to friendſhip due? 


Ah no k ?tis love, tis now too plain, 
J feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; 
For who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſi'd, 
© let her be by me poſſeſt d. 
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SONG CXAXXIL 
Woo'd and married and a”, 


OO'D and married and a', 
Woo'd and married and a“, 
Was ſhe nae very weel aft, 
Was wou'd and married and a'? 
The bride came out of the byre, 
And O as ſhe dighted her cheeks, 
Sirs, I'm to be married the night, 
And has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Nor ſcarce a coverlet too ; 
The bride that has 2? to borrow, 
Has e'en right meikle adv. 
W oo'd. aad married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's father, 
As he came in frae the plouglr; 
O had ye're tongue my dochter, 
And ye's get geaf enough ; 
The itick that ſtands “ th? tether, 
And our bra” baſin'd yade, 
Will cerry ye hame your corn, 
What wad ye be at ye jade? 
W oo'd ard married, &0, 


Out ſpake the bride's wither, 
What d—1 needs a” this pride? 
1 had nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride ; 
My gown was linfy- woolſy, ? 
And ne'er a fark ava; 
And ye hae ribbons and buſkins, 1 
Mae than aue or twa. 
Woo'd and married, &c, 


What's the matter, quo! Willie, 
Tho! we be ſcant o claiths ? 
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We'll creep the nearer thegither, 
And we'll (more a' the fleas : 
dimmer is coming on, 
And we'll get. teats of woo? ; 
And we'll get a laſs o“ our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin claiths anew, 
W oo'd and married, &c,. 


Out ſpake the bride%-brither, 

As he came in wi' the ky, 
Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye, 

Had he kent ye as weel as I ; 
For you're baith provd and ſaucy, 

And no for a poor mans wife; 
Gin I canna get a better, 

I'ſe never tak” ane i“ my life. 

Woo'd aud married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 
As the came in frae the byre, 

© gin I were but married, 
It's a' that I detire ; 

But we poor fo'k maun live ſingle, 
Aud do the beit that we can; 

F dinna care what I ſhou'd want, 
If I cou'd get but a man. 

Woo'd and married, &. 


RE Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding flow'r, 
Or blue bells are robb'd of their dew ; 
— on my Maria while 1 deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jeſs mine each other ſhall greet; 
And mingle to copy thy hue; 

The lily, to match with thy boſom ſo ſwect 
How. faint its reſemblance of you ? 
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With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vilet ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the floe for thine eye, 
Yet nature paints nuthing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well. helov'd the, 

Whole hands, if to ronith it bald ſhepherds ſhould dare, 
Would ſhrink from vil others but ing, 


Fr 
SONG CXXXIV, 
Sons of Care, 
Y the gayly circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 


By the hollow caſi are told, 
How the waning night grows old. 


Soon, too ſcon, the buſy day, 
Drives us from our {ports away; 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you. 
Sons of care, 'twas made for your 


Come, then, fi! the chearful Maſs, 
Truth is only found in wine: 
Tales of love are all a farce, 


But true friend{tip is divine, 
But true friendſhip is divine. 


EEEEEEEE EL EE EE NEE EEE IELESES: 
8 ON G CXXXV, 


By Mr R. Ferguſſon, . 


MIDST a roſy bauk of flowers, 
Young Damon mourn'd his forlorn ute; 
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In ſighs be ſpent his languid hours, 
And breath'd his woes in lonely ſtate. 


Gay joy no more ſhail cheer his mind, 
No wanton ſports can ſoothe his care, 

Since (ſweet Amanda prov'd unkind, 
And left him full of bleak deſpair, 


His looks that were as freſh as morn, 
Can now io longer ſmiles impart 
His penſive ſoul, on ſ:dnefs born, 
Is rack*d and torn by Cupid's dart, 


Turn, fair Amanda! eheer your ſwain, 
Uuſhroud him from his veil of woe; 


Range ev'ry charm to eaſe the pain 
That in his tortur'd breaſt doth grow, 


SONG CXXXVI. 
The Similie. 
By Mr R. Ferguſſon. 
T noon tide, at Colin and Sylvia lay 
Within a cool jeffauſme bower, 


A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day, 
Was ſipping the juice of each flower. 


Near the ſhade of this covert a young ſhepherd boy, 
The gaudy briſk flutterer (pies, 

Who held it as paſtime to ſeek and defiroy 
Each beautiful inſe& that flies. 


From the lily he hunted this fly to the roſe, 
From the roſe to the li'y vgain 3 


Till, weery with tracing its motions, he choſe: 


To leave the purſuit with diſdain. 
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Then Colin to Sylvia (nilingty (aid, 
Amyntor has foilow'd you long; 

From bim, like the butte iy sti have you fled, 
Tho' woo'd by hie maſical tongue. 


Beware, in perſiſting, to ſtart from his arms, 
But with his fond wiſhes comply: 

Come, take my advice ; or he's pair d with four char mis, 
Like the youth and the beantfful Hy. 


Says Sylvia, Colin, thy ſinnlie“ faſt, 
But Kal to Amyntor Imi coy ; 

For I vow the's a impleron blind that would truft 
A ſwain, when he courts to deſtrey. 


CFC enn 
5ONG CXXXVH, 
The Kivers of Scotland. An Ode. 
Sei to Muſic by My Collett, 


ER Scotia's parched land the Najads flew, 
From towering hills*explor'd her ſhelter d valet, 
CLaus'd Forth in wild weanqders picaſe the view, 
And lift her waters to the pape g ales. 
Where the glad {wain ſurveys bis fertile Gelds, 
And reaps the plenty which His harveſt viel, 


Here did thoſe lovely ee nuſcen, 
Oft wander by the river's fide, 
And oft unbind their treſſes green, 
To bathe them ia the fluid tide. 
Then to ttie'thady grottos would retire, 
And ſweetiy echo ro the warbling choir ; 
Or to the ruſmug waters tune their (hell, 
Jo call up echo from the woods, 
Or froin the rocks or chryſtal fi: ods, 
Or from ſurronnding banks, or hills, or dale 
CAoras, Or to the ruſhing waters, &c, 


| 
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When the cool fountains krſt their ſprings forſook, 
Murmuring ſmoothly to the azure main, 
Exulting Neptune then his trident ſhook, 
And wav'd his waters gently to the plain. 
The friendly tritons on his chariot borne, 
With cheeks dilated blew the hollow-ſounding horn, 
Now Lothian and Fifan ſhores, 
Keſounding ta the mermaid's ſong, 
Gladly emit their limpid ſtores, 
And bid them ſmaothly ſail along 
To Neptune's empire, aud with him to roll 
Round the revolving ſphere from pole to pole; 
To guard Britannia from eovious foes, 
To view her angry vengeance hurl'd 
In awful thunder rouxd the world, 
And trembling nations bending to her blows. 
Chor To guard Britannia, &c. 


High tow'rirg on the zephyrs? breezy wing, 
Swift fly the Naieds from Fortha's ſhores, 
And to the ſouthern airy mountains bring 
Their ſweet enchantment, and their magic powers, 


Each nymph her favourite willow takes, 
The earth with fev'rous tremor ſhakes, 
The Ragnavt, lakes obey their call, 
Streams o'er the graſſy paſtures fall, 
Tweed ſpreads her waters to the Jucid ray, 
Upon the dimpled ſurf the (n-bears play: 
On her green banks the tune ful ſhepherd lies, 
Charn's with the mulic of his reed, 
Amidit the wavings of the Tweed: 
From ſicy reflecting ſtreams the river nymphs ariſe, 
Chor. On her green banks, &c, 


The iſt'ning muſes heard the ſhepherd play, 
Fame with her brazen trump proclain!'d his name; 
And, to attend the ealy graceful lay, 
Pan from Arcadia to Tweeda came, 
Fond of the change, along the banks he ſtray'd, 
And dans, unmindful of th Arcadian ſhade, 
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A I R, - Tueedſide. 


Attend every fancitul ſwain, 
Whoſe notes ſoftly flow from the reed; 
With harmony guide the ſweet train, 
To ſing of the beauties of Tweed. 


Where the muſic of woods, and of ſtream: 
In ſoothing ſweet melody join, 

To enliven your paſtoral themes, 
And make human numbers divine, 


Chor, Ye warblers from the vocal grove, 
The tender woodland ſtrain approve, 
W hile Tweed in ſmoother cadence glides, 
O'er flow'ry vales in gentle tides ; 

And as ſhe rolls her filver waves along, 

Murmurs and ſighs to quit the rural ſong. 

Scotia's great Genius in ruflet clad, 

From the cool ſedgy bank exalts her head, 

In joyful rapture ſhe the change eſpies 

Sees living ſtreams deſcend, and groves ariſe. 


ATI R,-—Gilderoy., 


As ſable clouds, at early day, 
Oft dim the ſhining ſkies, 

So gloomy thoughts create diſmay, 
And luſtre leaves her eyes. 


„e powers! are Scotia's ample fields 
« With ſo much beauty grac'd, 

% To have thoſe ſweets your bounty yields 
«© By foreign foes defac'd ? 


& O Jove ! at whoſe ſupreme command 
© The limpid fountains play, 
« Yer Caledonia's northern land 
Let reſtleſs waters ſtray, 
25 
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Since from the void creation roſe, 
% Thou'ſt made à ſacred vow, 

„% That Caledo: to foreign foes 
« Should ne'er be known to bow.“ 


The Mighty Thund'rer on his ſapphire throne, 
To nerey's robes attir'd, heard the Fweet voice 
Of female woe-—foft as the moviig ſong 

Ot Phi.omela midſt the evening ſhades ; 

And thus rewrn'd an anſwer to her pray'rs : 


% Where birks at Nature's call ariſe ; 

«© Where fragrance hails the vaulted flies j 
Where my own oak its umbrage ſpreads, 
4% Delightful *midft the woody ſhades : 

« Where ivy mould'ring rocks entwines ; 
« Where breezes bend the lofty pines : 

4 There ſhall the laughing Naiads ſtray, 

* »Midſt the ſweet banks of winding Tay.” 


From the dark womb of earth Tay's waters ſpring, 
Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable voice: 
The ſounding lyre celeſtial muſes ſtring, 
The choiring ſongſters in the groves rejoice. 
Each fount its chryſtal fluids pours, 
Which from ſurrounding mountains flow : 
The river bathes its verdant ſhores, 
Cool o'er the ſurf the breezes blow. 
Let England's ſons extol their gardens fair, 
Scotland may freely boaft her gen'rous flreams, 
Their ſoil more fectile, and their milder air, 
Her fiſhes ſporting in the folar beams 
Thames, Humber, Severn, alt muſt yield the bey 
To the pure ſtreams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 
Chor. Thames, Humber, &c. 


O Scotia! when ſuck beauty claims 
A manſion near thy flowing ſtreams, 
Ne'er ſhall ſtern Mars, in iron car, 
Drive his proud courſers to the war: 
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But fairy forms ſhall ftrew around 
Their olives on the peaceful ground; 
And turtle: join the warbling throng, 
To uſher iu the morning ſong 
Or ſhout in chorus al the live-loag day, 
From the green banks of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay, 


When genile Phebe's friendly light 
In filver radiance clothes the night, 
Still Muſic's ever varying ſtrains 
Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns, 
And wooe them to her midnight bowers, 
Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers, 
Where ev'cy rock, and hill, and dale, 
With echoes greet the nightingale, 
Whoſe pleaſing, ſoft, pathetic tongue, 
To kind condoleuce turns the ſong ; 
And often wins the love-ſick ſwain to ftray, 
To hear the tender variegated lay, 
Thro' the dark woods of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay, 


Hail, native ſtreams, and native groves ! 

Oozy caverns, green alcoves ! 

Retreats tor Cytheria's reign, 

With all the graces in her train. 
Hail, Fancy, thou, whoſe ray ſo bright 
Diſpels the glimm'cing taper's light 

Come in aerial veſture blue, 

Ever pleaſing, ever new, 

In thefe receiles deign to dwell 

With me in vonder moſs-clad cell: 
Then ſhall my reed, ſucceſsful, tune the lay, 
In numbers, wildly warbvling, us they ſtray 
Thro' the glad banks of Fortha, Tweed, and Tay. 


R,FERGUSSON. 
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SONG CXXXVIIN, 
Willy's rare and Wilty*s fair, 


A favourite Scots Song, ſung by Mrs Wrighten at Voux-« 
hal!, jet to Muſic by Mr Hook. 


V IT H tuneful pipe, and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart ; 
A blither ſwain you cou'dna ſee, 
All beauty without art 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 
And Willy's wond'rous bonny; | 
And Willy ſays he'll marry me, 
Gin e'er he marries ony. ; 


O came you by yon water ſide ? 
PulPd you the roſe or lily ; 


Or came you by yon meadow green ? | 
Or ow you my ſve-t Willy ? 1 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 
Sin? now the trees are in their bloom, \ 
And flowers ſpread v'er ilk field, E 
I'll meet my lad among the broom, 4 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield, 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 
I 
E CU l b e e e ee 
SONG CXXXIX. 
| $ 
HE women all tell me, I'm falſe to my laſs, Ry 
That I quit my poor Chloe, end ſtick to my glaſs ; * 
But to you, men of reafon, my reaſons il own, 
Aad if you don't Uke them, why—let them alone. 
, %h 
Altho' I hase left her, the truth I'll declare, 
1 believe ſhe was good, and I'm (ure ſhe was lar; 
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But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That make it as good and as charming as he. 


My Chloe had dimples and miles I muſt own, 
And tho? the could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown 7 
But tell ie, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lilies and rofes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows, 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſipid when once is enjoy'd; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety, 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory, prove 
The miſchiet that wait upon rivals in love; 
Zut in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival contends, 
The more we love liquor, the more we ar friends, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my life, | 
With aurſes, and babies, and ſqualliug, and ftrife ; | 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, | 
And a big belly'd botcle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 
It brings ou diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 
But wiae from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
Aud keep out Vother-leg- when there's one in the grave 


Perhaps, like her ſex; ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord; 
But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf ) | 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf, | 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 
3he's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 


L. 3, 
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For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy ; 
Should you doubt what I (ay, take a bumper and try, 


$ONG. CXE, 
4 A favourite Song. 
[ Sung by Mrs Scott in the Confcious Lovers, 


| F Jove's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 

1 If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my conent ? 
| Since I ſuffer_with pleafure, why'ſhould 1 complain, 
| Or grieve at my fate, when I kiow tis in vain ? / 

| Vet ſo plealing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 

Tbat, at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 


I grafp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And, by pakonate Hlence, I make my love known: 
But oh! bow I'ma bleſt, when fo kind the does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtzke, to diſcover her love; 
When, in ficiving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Game, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dere name 


How plealing is beauty! hew fweet are her churns 
Her embraces how joyful ! how peaceful her arms | 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love, 
7Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to Beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes nintt yield, 
For 'tis Beauty that coliquers and keeps the fair Seid. 
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SONG CXLB, 


Same Tune. 


wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 
If poiſon, O tell me, whence comes my content 
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Since I driak it with pleaſure, why ſhoalkd I complain, 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know *tis in vain ? 
Yet ſv charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That, at once, it both drowns, and emivens my heart, 


I take it off briſkly, and, when it is dows, 
By my jolly complexion I make my joy known : 
But. oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſov'ceign heat, to expel that of love; 
When in quenching the old I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as {tilt want a name. 
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. 
The Lianets, 


S bringing home, the other day, 
Two linuets I had talen, 
The little warblers ſcem's to pray 
For liberty again 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſang acroſs the mead : 
In vain they ſwelPd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be free'd, 


As paſſing thro' the tufted grove 
Near which my cottage Ruud, 

I thooght I ſaw the queen of love, 
Wnen Chloe's charms I view'd. 

I gaz'd, 1 lov'd, I pred her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale; 

But all in vain, ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail, 


Soon, thro? the wound which love nad made, 
Came pity to my breaſt, 

And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd pair addreis'd ; 

Ye little warblers ! chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew 
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For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you, b 


LISLE lee 
SONG cxLIII. ! 


The Happy Pair. 


OW bleſt has my time been? what joys have I 
known. 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jefſy my own ? 
So. joyful my heart is, (o eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſtelefs, and roving a pain. 
That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play : 
How pleaſing their ſport is! the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy aud me. 


To try her (weet temper, oft times am J feen; 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green : 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at. night with complacence ane-ſmites. 


What tho? on her cheeks the roſe lofes its hve, 
Her wit and good humour blooms all the year thro? ; 
Time till, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth. 


Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat, with falſe vows, the too credulous fair; 


In ſearch of true pleaſure, how veainly you roam, 
To hold it. for life, you muſt fad it at home. 


S Oo N CXLIV. 


War Jeſſy ſmil'd, her lovely look 


My wand'ring heart a pris'ver took, 
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And bound it with ſo ſtrong a- chain, : 
ue'er expect it back again, 


Then, Jefly, treat a captive true 

With gentle uſage— tis its due; 
It pants for thee alone, 

Then teke it kindly to thy breaſt, 

And give the weary wand'rer reſt, | 
And keep it near thy own, | | 


HEBER Nannen unn 
SONG CXLV, 


The Addreſs, - 


YTWIXT pleaſing hope and painful fear 
True love divided lies, 
With artleſs look, and ſoul ſincere, 
Above all mean diſguiſe. 
For Celia thus my heart has mov'd, 
Accept it, lovely fair ; 
I've lik'd before, but never lov'd, 
Thea let me not deſpair, 


*LO 


My fate before your feet I lay, | | 
Sentence your willing ſlave : 21 
Remember that tho? tyrants ſlay, 
Yet heav'nly powers ſave. 
To bleſs is heav*n's peculiar grace, f 
Let me a bleſſing find: | 
And fince you wear an angels face, 
O ſhew an angel's mind. | 
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ee ſweet bewitching tricks of love, 
Fong men your hearts ſecure, 
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Leſt in the paths of ſenſe you rove, W 
In dotage premature. 
Look at each laſs thro' wiſdum's glaſs, Bu 


Nor truſt the naked eye. 
Gallauts, beware, look ſharp, take care, 


The blind eat many a fly, | ts > 

There's ne'er a ſpinſter in the realm T! 
But knows mankind to cheat, 

Dowu to the cottage from the helm, W 
The learn'd, the brave, and great : 

With lovely looks, and golden hooks, Bi 
T' entangle us they try. 

Gallants beware, &c. 1. 

Not only on their hands and necks 0 
The borrow'd white yuul! find, | 

Som beiles, when interelit directs, VV 
Can even paint the mid: | 

Joy mi diſtreſs they can expreſs, By 
Their very tears can lie, 

Gallants beware, &c., | | If 


Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made, 

Was every ſingle ſtick a quill, . 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, 

To write the tricks of half the ſex, 
W ould ſack that ocean dry, 

Gallants beware, & c. 


COT . . . 2. k. a N 
SONG CXLVII. 


The Anſwer, 


HO? women by proud men are ſcorn'd 
For being oft too kind, 


Are to their wills confin'd ; 
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With reſtleſs pain, one ſmile co gain, 
All ways they gladly try : 

But, maids, beware, avoid the ſnare, 
All men deal conningly, 


There's not a man, who, in bis heart, 
Does woman truly love ; 

They but delight t' impel the dart, 
And all its pains approve 

With looks ſerene they're often ſeen, 
They flait'ring words apply, 

But, maids, beware, &c. 


They often ſtrive, with artful rate, , 
F.ach fair one to deceive, 

On our good-nature to prevail, 
Then laugh within their ſleeve 2: 

With ſelf conceit they think to cheat 
The heart as well as eye; 

But, maids, beware, & c. 


If, then, to ront the felfifh crew, 
You'd chuſe a faithful guard, 

Let Virtue rule the heart, then few 
Will loſe their juſt reward: 
Not all the rrive her ſon! can bribe, 
She will all art defy, 
Then, maids, beware, &c. 


NDS AG SAFES AGES SIS AAZSON 
SONG CXLVIII. 
The Nun. 


URE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 
But my mother oft tells ine ſhe'll have me a Nun, 
BY 
Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to ptay, and to fait, and to cry 
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With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun, 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and (wear, 
Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare; 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay, beſides, ['m too handſome, I think, for a Nun, 


Not to love, or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, I cannot tell where ; 
To live, or to die, in this caſe, were all one, 
Nay, | ſooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun, 


Perbaps, but to teaze me ſhe threatens me ſo ; 
I'm ſore, was ſhe me, ſhe would gladly ſay, No; 


But, if (he's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a Nun. 


s Oo NG CXLIX, 


The Apology. 


TY ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to comply, 

To ling, to ſing, you might as well bid me to fly; 
"Tis true, I've a voice, ſo has the town ci ier, 

If I fay mine's a better, I'm {ure I'm a liar, 


However, to pleaſe you, altho' I be hoarſe, 
If you'll take it, like marriage, for better for worſe. 
Now you've heard—nay, you've heard the beſt I can 
.- 
And I'm ſure you're convinc'd what I told you wa: 
true. 
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SONG CL 


Time enough yet. 


% Term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy, 
| To win a ſweet giri I my time did employ ; 
Oft urg'd her the day of dur marriage to ſer, 

As often ſhe anſwer'd, tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, *tis time enough yet, 
s often ſhe auſwer d, *tis time cnough yet. 


I told her, at laſt, that her paſſions were wrong, 
hnd more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with fo long: 
She burit out a !1ughing at ſeeing me fret, 

And humming a tune, cry'd, tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c, 


Determin*d by her to be laugh'd at no more, 
I flew from her preſence, and bounc'd out of door, 
Keſolv'd of her ufage the better to ger, | 
Or on her my eyes again never to tet, | 
Never to ſet, &c, 


To me the next morning her maid came in haſte, 
And begy'd, for God's oke, I'd forget what was paſt, , — 
Declar'd her young lady dd nothing but tret; : 
I told her, I'd thek o 't, *rwas time enough yet, 

Time enougzu yet, &c. 


dhe next, in a letter as long as my arm, - 
Declar'd from her ſoul ſhe inteuded no harm, 
And begg'd I the day of our marriage would ſet ; 
{ wrote her for anſwer, tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, %c, 


But that was ſcarce gone when a meſſage I ſent, | 
To ſhew in my heart I began to relent : | | | 
2 begg'd I might ſee her; together we met; | 
We kiſs'd and were friends again, ſo are. we yet, | 
80 are we yet, &c, | | 
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SONG CLI. 
Tune,—-Good-night and Joy be wi' you ad, 


OW nappy is he, whoe'er he be, 
That in his lifetime meets one troe friend, 

W ho cordially does ſympathize 

In words, in ion, heart, and mind: 
My -ind reſpeRs do not neglect, 

Altho' my wealth or ſtate be ſmall ; 
With a melting heart, and a mournful eye, 

1 beg the Lord be wi! you all, | 


My loving friends, I kifs your hands, 
For tine invites me for to move ; 
On your poor ſervant lay commands, 
Who is ambitious of your love 
He— whoſe pow'r and might, both day and night 
Governs the depths, makes rain to fall, 
To ſun and moon gives courfe ot light, 
Direct, protect, defend you all. 


I do proteſt, within my breaſt, 
Your memory PII not neglect 3 


On that record V1 lay arrett, 


No change ſhall ever alter it. 


All I defire of earthly bliſs, 


Is to be ireed from guilt or thrall ; 
I hope my God wil! grant me this : 
Good night, and God be wi you all, 


SD SOCGD DS 


SONG CLIt 


% 


Something elſe to do, 


HE fun was fleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia ſilver'd all the plain, 
When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 
and ſought the laſs be loy'd the beſt. 
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OF CHOICE SONGS, 


As tow'rd her cot he jogg'd along, 
Her name was frequent in his ſong ; 
Bat when his errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do, 


He (ſwore he did eſteem her more 
Than any maid he'd ſeen before, 
In tender ſighs proteſting, he 
Would conſtant as the turtle be; 
Talk'd much of death, ſhou'd ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch arts as lovers uſe : 
'Tis fine, ſays Doll, if 'tis but true, 
But now, I've ſomething elſe to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſt, 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt ; 


To her that's kind I'll conſtant prove; 


But, truſt me, I'll ne'er die for love. 
Tho? firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn; 
Dear Colin, I was jeſting too, 

Step in, I've nothing elſe to do, 


ALILFAFE IEEE AS IEEE EEEATES 


SONG CLIII. 
Sbepherd's Complaint. 


E ſhepherds, who, bleſt in your loves, 
Live ſtrangers to ſorrow and fear, 

O! pity a brother, that proves 

The heart=breaking pangs of deſpair, 
What boots it my hetfers and ewes 

All thriving and pregnant I find ? 
Poor bleſlings, poor comforts are theſe, 

Since Peggy is falſe and unkind. 


Bear witneſs, each ſountain and vale, 
Bear witneſs, each garden and grove, 
2 M 2 
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How oft ſhe has heard my fon tale, 
And ſmil'd on the ſuit of my love, 
But, oh cruel change that I find, 
The gentle is now grown ſevere, 
More cold than the north's chilling wind, 
That blaſts the young buds of the ; ear. 


Range wildly, my flocks and my herd: 3 
Begone from your maſter, pour Tray; 
My pipe ſhall no more wake the birds, 
Pl] break it and fling it away 
Some deſart all barren and blake, 
Shall ſhield me from every eye; 
There, Peggy I'll weep for thy (ke, 
I'il weep, cruel maid, and I'il die. 


LL II III LIL ETEES 
SONG CLIV 
Highland March. 


TN the garb of old Gaul, wi” the fire of old Rome, 
1 From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we 
come, 
Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain, 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain. 
Such our love.of liberty, our country, and our laws, 
That, like our old anceſtors, we ſtand by Freedom's 
| cauſe; | 
We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for honour and 
applauſe, 


And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our 
laws. | 


No effeminate cuſtoms our ſinews unbrace, 
No luxurious tables enervate our race; 
Our loud-ſounding pipe bears the true martial ſtrain, 
So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain, 
Such our love, c. ” 
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We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 

Are ſwift as the roe which the hind doth affail : 

As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do appear, 

Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear, 
Such our love, &c, 


As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 

$o are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes ; 

We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 

Daſh the force of our foes with our thundering ſtrokes. 
Such our love, &c, 


Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 

In their troops tondly boaſted til we did advance; 

But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 

Their courage did foil, and they ſu'd for a truce, 
Such our love, &c, 


In our realm may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 

May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce 1ncreafe, 

And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 

T hat our friends {till prove true, and our beauties prove 
kind, 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and our 
laws, 

And teach our late poſterity to fight in Freedonv's cauſe, 

That they, Iike our anceſtors bold, for honour and ap- 
plauſe, 


May defy the French and Spaniards to alter our laws. 


s ONGC cv. 
De'il tak the Wars. 


N ge tak the wars that hurried Billy trom me, 


Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him captain ſure to nndo me; 
Woe's me! he'll ne'er return. 
M 3 
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A thouſaued loch abroad will txt bim 
He fron inontuids neter Will run: 
Day aud mgbt 1 did invite him, 


To tay at home from ſword aud gun, 


, 


I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckie kin embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying. tears dropping fall; 
Ad had he my ſoft arms 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, w.thout the man of God, 
J fear in iny fit I had granted all. 


] waſi'd, and patch'd, to make me look provokirg ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me thew as ta!l again ; 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
Which wich golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My love well night think me gay and bonny, 
No Scots laſs was e'er fo fine. 


My petticeat 1 ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted, 
Lace ſhoes, and ſiik heſe garter'd full o'er knee 
' Bot, oh! the fatal thought, 
To Billy theſe art nought; 
Who rede to towns, and riſled with dragoone, 
When he, fili) loop, might have plunder'd me. 


NN 


SONG CLVI, 
]Jzmie Gay. 


$ Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way 
Along the river Tweed, 
4 bonuny laſs, as e'er was (een, 
Came tripping o'er the mend. 
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The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph farvey'd, 

And, full of glee as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid, 


Dear laſſie tell, why by thine ſell 
hou halt'ly wand'reſt here. 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Canſt tell me, laddie, Where? 

To town I hy, he made reply, 
Sone meikle (port to lee; 

But thou'rt ſo (weer, ſo trim, and neat, 
['i! ſeek. the es with thee. 


She gave her hand, nor made a and, 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 

O'er hill and dale, Ver plain and vale 
Right merrily they went 

The birds ſag ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloon'd all around; 


And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 


And joys wiich lovers crown'd, 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his power, 
When to a thade their {teps they made, 
To peſs the mid. day hour, 
The bonny lad row'd in his plaid | 
The lach, who ſcoru'd to frown ; | 
31e ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, | 
And he to gang to- town, | 


SON G CLVIL 


My Heart's my ain. 


Nis ne very lang ſinſyne, 
That I had a lad o my ain, 
But now he's awa' to anither, 


Aud left me a my lane. 
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The laſs he's courting has ſiller, 
And I hae nane at a'; 

And it's nought but the love of the tocher 
That's ta'en my lad awa'. 


But Pin blithe that-my heart's my ain, 
And I'll keep it a? my dife, 
Until that I meet wi' a 2 
Who has ſenſe to wail 2 good 
For though I ſay't myſelf, 
T hat ſhou'd na ſy 't, 'tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
He'll ne*e&r hae occalivi. to rue; 


| J gang ay fou clean and fon toſh, 

| As a' the neighbours can tell, 

Tho? I've ſeldom a gown on my back 
But ſic as 1 (pin myſell | 

And when I'm clad in my curtſy, 
I think myſell as brav 

As Suſie, wi' a her peurling, 
That's ta'en my lad awa'. _ 


But I wiſh they were buckl'd together, 
And may they live happy for life ; 

Tho? Willy does ſlight me, and's left me, 
T he chield he deſerves a good wife 

But, O! I'm blithe that I've miſe'd him, 
As blithe as 1 weel can be; 

For ane that's ſae keen o' the ſiller 
Will ne'er agree wi! me; 


But, as the truth is, I'm Hearty, a 
I hate to be ſcrimpit and ſcant ; þ 
The wee thing J ha'e I'll mak? uſe ot, .- 
And nae ane about me ſhall want, 
For I'm a good guide o' the warld, 
1 ken when ta had and to gi'e ; 
For whinging and cringing for filler 
_ Will ne'er agree. wi' me. 5 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 74 * 


Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has enough ; 
The maſter is ſeldom ſa» happy 
As Robin that drives the plough. 
But if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 
To make me his partner for life, 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa' on his feet for a wife, 


JoÞprfp $008rb7Fnotook gootkooko ce Nec echo 
SONG CEVIIT 


A Friend of mine came nere yeſtrecu, 
And he won'd ha'e me down © 
To drink a bottle of ale wi? him 

In the neiſt borrows- town, 
But, O ! indeed it. was, Sir, 

Sae far the war for me, 
For lang or e'er that 1 came hame 

My wife had ta'er. the ges. 


We ſat ſae late, and drank ſae tour, 
The truth I tell to you, 

That lang or &er midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 

My wife fits at the fire · ſide, 
And the tear blinds ay her e'e, 

The ne'er a bed will ſhe ga'e to, 
But fit and tak' the gee, 


In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er a word ſhe ſpake ; 
But mony a ſad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe*d- ſhake, - 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee 
To look ſae ſour on me? 
Ill never do the like again, 
If you'll ne'er tak” the gee, 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, ſhe flang 
Her arms about my, neck ; 
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And twenty kiſſes in a crack, 
And, poor wee thing, ſhe grat. 

If you'll ne%er do the like again, 
But bide at hame wi? me, 

I'll lay my life I'fe be the wite 
That's never tak' the gee. 


SONG CLIX. 
Chloe's Kiffes, 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my blifſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 
J am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind t 


For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 


To numbers Fl ne'er be confn'd; 


Count the bees that on Hyhla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when fo many kiſſes you've given, 
1 till mali be afking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiit round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is ? 
My life on thy lips ſhall ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content, 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 143 


SONG CLX. 
A f:vourite Song, 


HAT Jennz's my friend, my delight and my pride; 
I alwiys have boaſted and ſeek not to hide; 
1 dwell on her praiſes wherever | go : 
They (ay, I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no, 


At evining oft times, with what pleaſure 1 ſee 
A note from her hand 'i be with you at tea l“ 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, 
But ſay not cis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 


She (ings me a ſorig, and I echo its ſtrain, 
Again IT cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny epain : 
J kiſs her (weert lips as if there I would grow, 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My thoulder ſhe taps, and (til! bids me think fo : 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, No, 110% 


From beauty, from wit, and good humour, how TI, 
Shou'd prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly 
Thy bounty, O Fortune! make halte to beituw, 
And let me deſerve her, or till 1 ſay No. 


SONG CLXI, 


E OW little do the landſmen know 
Of what we Caiiors feel, 

When waves do mount, aad winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of iteel, 

No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout; 

We'll make the moniieurs right us, 
80 teſs the cann about. 


1 


* 
—— — K . „„ „„ „%% „„„„„ „„ t „1 RE „„ 


- . 


— 


R «4 » 


Dy 


/ 


= — «4 c L»„ 


f 
f 
f 


- .- ,DA.t Zo wflifreres . ] ˖— Re 2 — 


"44 A COLLECTION 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink ; 
Then France have at your firſt-rates, 

For Britons never ſhrink, 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis-d'ors, 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
*And then to ſea for more, 
In peace we'll drink and.{ing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly : 
Here's a health to George our King, boys, 
And the Royal Family. 


NMT EET + MNT x. 
SON. 
Fair Suſannah, 


A if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet 

That ſcents the ambient air ; 

Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet 
If dear Suſannah's fair. | 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſnepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd lanrels wear, 
Be fair Suſannah mine, 
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SONG cLXIII. 
Woman, A Ballad, 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms of the fai: ; 
1 appeal to the men to determine between 
A cun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair Queen, 


The pleaſures of drinking kenceforth I reſign, 
For, tho' there is micih, yet there's madneſs in wine 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 
'Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile, 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And the more I behold her, the more 1 admire : 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore : 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 
'Tis the traaſport of youth! *tis the comfort of age 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 

Wine tickles the taſte, love earaptures the ſoul ! 


A fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 
& The longer I drink the more thirſty am I " 
From this fair confeflion, 'tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end, | 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how fooiiſh you look when your bottle is dry ? 
Fiom woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſures muſt ipcing 7 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford ; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord: 
But woman, 'for ever, gives tranſport to man, 
And I'll love the dear ſex-—aye, as long as I can, 

N 
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SONG CLXIV, 
Addreſs to the Ladies. Sung at Ranelogh, 


E belles, and ye flicts, and ye pert little thinge, 
Who trip in this frolicſome round, 
Prey tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſenſes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to 1-1 1guith, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dcar girls, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex. 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry arc to her aid; 

| The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
| Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade : 
But you, on whom fertune indulgently ſmiles, 

And whom pride has preferv'd from the ſnare, 
Shou'd lily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 

Not with open and iaſolent air, — brave girls, &c, 


I ( ——ů ̃ — — - 


| The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 
And kindly ſhould ſeem, by the artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you. 
Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal—tweet girls, & 
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+ "he blaſhes of moru, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure 

| Oh! be but yourſeives, and our homage we"!! pay, 
| And your empire is ſolid and fure : 
| But if, amazon like, you attack your gallants, 

And put us in fear of our lives, 
You may do very wel! for ſiſters and aunts 

But, believe me, you'll never be wives——poor giris, 

Nut, believe me, you'll never be wives. 
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SONG CLXV. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs (oft tranſports that beauty can give; 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, ia return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain; 

The moſt ſplendid patace grows dull as the grave : 

Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what ye gave, 


SONG CLXVI, 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 
plain ; 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay No, when I long' d to ſay Les. 


| 
' 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 
And brought me two lambkins to witnels his flame; 
Oh ! take theſe, he cried, thou more fair than their 
fleece : | 
A ' 
F could hardly ſay No, tho? aſham'd to ſay Les. | | 
| 


Soon after, one morning, we at in the grove, 

He preſsd my hind hard, and in ſighs breath'd his love; 
Then tenderly alk'd, if 1'd grant him a kiſs ? 

I] defign'd to ſuy No, but miftook and ſaid Yes, 


- n_— = 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt, 
Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt : 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs ; 
To prevent being teaz'd; I was forc'd to ſay Yes. 


1 ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life ; 
Ine er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wiſe ; 
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Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
Yon muſt all die old maids, if you will not Cay Yes, 


EFF 


The Non Pareille. Set by D. Boyce. 


HE nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as day, 
And as ſweet as the blofloming hawthorn in May ; 
Her temper was ſmooth, as the down on the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the mother ot love. 
Tho' mild as the plesſanteſt zephyr that ſheds, 
And receives gentle odours fron; flow'ry beds, 
Yet warm in affection as Phoebus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the filver- white beams of the moon, 


Her mind was unſully'd, as new- fall'n ſnow, 
And as lively as tints from yourg Iris his bow : 
As clear as the ſtreams, and as deep as the flaod ; 
She, tho? witty, was wiſe, and. tho' beautiful, good, 
The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in tore, 
She cull'd, as the bee does the bloom of each flower, 
Which treafur'd for me, Oh! how happy was I ! 
For, tho! hers to collect, it was mine to enjoy 


I tcIeIoIyotoIoTot obo Toby 0 ννε 
SONG CLXVIII. 


SUMMFR, 
\ HEN daiſies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckoo buds of yellow hue, 
And lady ſmocks, all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight ; 
The cuckoo, they, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckvo ! O word uti fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear. 
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When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
Aud merry larks are plowmen's clacks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſinocks ; 
The cuckow, then, &c, 


W1INTE R. 
When icicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Toin bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail : 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then mighty ſings the ſtaring owl, 

Te- whit-te M hoo, a merry merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's law, 
And birds {it brooding in the ſorow, 
And Marior's noſe looks red and raw: 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Thea cightly tings, &c, 


SEOLSSISS SAGA FLOSS 
SONG CLXIX 


The Jovial Huntſmen, 


WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks gray, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day : 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace, 


Then hark, in the morn to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight, when Aurora firſt dawyns, 
Is fee the ſwift beagles ipread over the lawns, 
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To welcome the ſun now returving from reſt, 


Their mattins they chant as they merrily queit. 
Then hark, &. 


But, oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart, juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous, fron: valley to valley refounds 
The ſhouts of the kunters, and cry of the houn''s. 

Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers, no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care, 

Then hark, &. 

Ve cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of Yeeping in down : 
Uncertain your teil, or for honour or wealth; 
Ours till is repaid with contentment aud Health. 

Then hark, &c. 


SONG crxx. 
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The Huntſinan's Call. 


Dꝰ you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of ihe 


| 

| norn, 

| And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; 

For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, e'er it is morn, 
| With me the ſweet melody join. 

' 
' 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him, till panting he hes ; 
| While hounds, in full cry, thro? bedges ſha!l ly, +» 
g And chace the ſwift bare till ſhe dies, 


| Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadow's and fickls, 
| Both willing and joyous repair; | 
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No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields 
Than chaſing the fox or the hare, 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſinan attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 

For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


FEELS ESL SEEEESIEEIEER 
SONG CLXIXI. 


OW glorious their virtue, who nobly contrive 
The means to keep freedom and friendſhip alive x 
Who, firmly united, in harmony fing, 
Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country and king! 
Chor. All Maſons are ſuch! hear the trumpert of tame! 
Our Order is happy, aud glorious the names 


Let poor thovghtleſs wreiches repair: ts a club, 
Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub ; 
We ne?er let ſuch fools our ſociety juin, 
For love and good will crown each glaſs of our wine, 
You ne'er hear one Maſon another delame 
Our Order is happy, &G 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and right, | 
, A Maſon's a patriot, to ſpeak or to fight. | 
How bleſt were Great Britain, o combat her foc:, 
Ii all knew as much as a Free Maſon knuws ? 
To all ſocial virtue we juſtly lay claim! 
Our Order is happy, &c. 


The ladies confeſs, with a ſatisfy'd air, 
That none like a Maſon is form'd for the fair: 
A whiſper, a look, and ſome moments chit chat, 
Soon brings on agreement, and love, and all that. 
Each beauty's convinc'd that fincere is our flame, 
Our Order is happy, &c, 
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Old Time our focieiy's worth ſhall enrol, 
And Maſous be honour'd from pole amo pole : 
Now raife ub yuur voices, aud chesrful tung, 
Sucaels to all Maſons, and God fave th. King, 
As ſpotleſs as {row is our ftory in fame: 
Our Order is happy, aid giorious the name! 


77 
SONG CLXXII. 
Sweet Willy O. 


HE pride of all Nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The pride of all Nature was ſweet Willy O; 
The firft of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains ; 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He melred each maid, 
| So Ki ful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


—— — 66 ˙ ñ⁊rꝛ᷑́ò — — — 
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All Nature obey'd him, the ſweet Willy O: 
Wherever he came, 
Whatc'er had a nanie, 

Whenever he ſung, follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


* — — — — — — — — 


He would be a ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O: 
W hen arm'd in the fieid, 
With ſword and: with ſhield, 

The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them, when living, the [weer Willy O: 
And when Willy dy'd, 
*T was Nature that ſigh'd, 

To part with her All in her ſweet Willy O. 


\ 
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S. 0-N-6.--GCLYSXIIT. 
Same Tune, 


HE Queen of all Nature is ſweet Jenny O ! 
In earth, ſea, or air, 
There's nought can compere, 
With the raviſhing charms of the ſweet Jenny Os 


The villagers tell of the ſweet Jenny O, 
That Phoebus on high 
Uncurtain'd the ſky, 

And gazed with rapture on (ſweet Jenny O. 


The care of Zephyr is ſweet Jenny O, 
He rangeth each plain 
In Flora's domain, 

And wafts ev'ry odour to ſweet Jenny O. 


No maid ever ſung like the ſweet Jenny © ; 
So melting the found, 
That birds gather round, 

And watch every trill of the ſweet Jenny O. 


Wherever the flocks meet the ſweet Jenuy O, 
All Nature looks gay, 
They gambol and play, 

And bleat their delight in the ſweet Jenny O. 


T'other day in the ſhade flept the ſweet Jenny © : 
A bee that buzz'd round 
1'd have put to the ground, 

But fear of diſturbing the ſweet Jenny O. 


Ye gods! ſmile propitious on (weet Jenny O: 


No object I prize, | 
*T wixt earth and the ſkies, Y 
As the dear little heart of my (weet Jenny O. | 
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SONG CLXXIV. 


Shakeſpeare's Mulberry Tree. 


Sung by D. Carrick Eh with a cup in Ml; hand mate 
of the tree. 


„ an this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the 
tree 
Which, O my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted by thee : 
As a relic I kils it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muft be ever divine! 
All ſhall yield to the Muiberry tree! 
Be id to thee, ; 
Bleit Mulberry ! 
Matchl. fs was he that planted thee ; 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


Ye trees of the foret, ſo ramp:nt and high, 
Who ſpreed round their branches, whoſe heads ſwees 
the ſky ; 
Ye curious exotics, whorn taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives, at prices ſo dear: 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


The Oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our King, and will always our coaſt : 
Of the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands that fight, 


But ode, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers, 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 


Wich the ſweeteſt of flowers, and the faireſt of fruit. 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


With learning and knowledge, the well letter'd birck 


Sog plies law and phyſic, and grace for the church + 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeere we find, 
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The fame of the Patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree: 
Give Phoabus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 


The tree of our Shakeſpeare is itill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genins of Shakeſpeare ontſhines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
| Sy the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Hes the laurel, and bays, and the vine, all iu one, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hallow free, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 

Let's fill to the Planter, the cup to the brim z 

To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


OP PAIRS ri PAN rt PAI rf PAR Ser PA em 


SONG CLXXV, 
The Royal Oak Tree. Foregoing Tune, 


F, true ſons of Scotia together unite, 
And yield all yurr ſenſes to joy and delight; 
Give mirth its full ſcope, that the nations may ſee _ 
p We honour our ſtandard, the Great Royal Free. N | 
All ſhall yield to the Royal Oak tree: 
Bend to thee, 
Majeſtic Tree ! 
Chearful was File, who ſat in thee, 
And thou, like him, thrice honour'd ſhall be: 
And thou, like him, thrice honour'd ſhall be, 


When our great ſov'reign Charles was driv*n from his 
throne, 

And dar'd ſcarce call the kingdom or ſubjects his own, 

Old Pendrii, the miiler, at the riſk of his blood, 


Hid. the King of our Iſle in the king of the wood, 
| all ſhal: Yield, Kc, 


* 
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In ſummer, in winter, in peace, or in war, 
"Tis acknowledg'd, with freedom, by each Britiſh tar, 
That the Oak, of all ſhips, can beſt ſcreen us from 
harm, 
Beſt keep out the foe, and beſt ride out the ſtorm, 
All ſhall yield, &c, | 


Let gard'ners and floriſts of foreign plants boaſt, 

And cull the poor trifles of each diſtant coaſt ; 

There is none of them all, from a ſhrub to a tree, 

Can ever compare, Great Royal Oak, with thee. 
All ſnall yield, &c, 


cook Foofoolo ofocbooforforta gochaofochofouctocye 
SONG CLXXVI. 


Tune, —The Yellow hair'd Laddie, 


HO” Winter may fright us, and chill us with cold, 
Bright Phoebus can chear us with rays pure @: 
gold : 
Then let us not murmur, not dare to complain, 
For He who took ſunſhine can give it again, 


The Oak, thit all winter was barren and bare, 
Again ſpreads his branches to wave in the air : 
All Nature rejoicing, appears glad in green, 
Then let Mirth and Friendſhip enliven the ſcene, 


bd MA 


The true Sons of Freedom together are met, 
And each by his neighbour, in order, is ſet, 
While Mirth and true Friendſhip give life to the ſung, 
The voice of Contentment the notes ſhall prolong, 


esdescesssse ssen 
| SONG CLXXVII, 
A Bacchanalian Song, Tune, —Langolee, 


Hile thus, mighty Bacchus! we ſing thy great glory, 
And wine in fall bumpers we joyfully quaff, 
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Attend with thy train, jolly god ! we implore thee, 
And join with thy vot'ries, when drunk, the loud 
lavgh : 
For life is a jeſt, and ev'ry thing ſhows it, 
And of ſhort duration, there's no one but knows it, 
The preſent time's ours, and they're fools that would 
lole It ; 


Come then our full bumpers let's joyfully quaff. 


Elated with wine, when at midnight we reve], 
Thro? ſtreets we keep roving, all jovial and free, 

And © kick up a duſt,” roar and fing like the d--1, 
No mortals en earth are ſo-happy as we, 

And beating the rounds, when each takes his ſtation, 


Mongſt lamps, and the windows, oh! what devaſta- 
tion! 


With watchmen and guards we play h—! and d —m- 


nn; 
What champions ſo brave —ſo courageous as we 


Dull mortals around ns, of ev'ry profeſſion, 
Who in toil, or in ſtudy, their lifetimes employ, 


When cloy'd with their bus'neſs, they all make con- 
feſlion, 


Such pleaſures as ours they can never enjoy. 
Come all at once then, let's drink off our glafles , 


The joys of old wine there's no pleaſure ſurpeſſes, 
The ſober dull fool who denies it an aſs is, 


In drinking there's pleaſure which never can cloy, &. 


MN N OL A AC N xe 
SONG CLXXVIII. 
The Echoing Horn, 


1 echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away ; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
 Vpbraids our too tedious delay, 
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What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox ! 

O'er hill. and ver valley he flies: 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies, 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchatals, ſhouting and gay! 

How ſweet with a bottle aud laſs to refeth ! 
And loſe the fatigues of the day, 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours ; 

Since life is no wore than a puflage, at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


S O NG CLXXIX. 


Woman for Man. 


INE, wine we allow the briſk fountain of mirtl:; 
It frights away care, and gives jcllity birth; 
Yet, while we thus freely great Bacchus approve, 
Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and Love; 
For do what you will, nay, or ſay what youu can, 
Who loves not a Woman, the wretch is no man. 


To the charms of that ſex, let us cheartul reſign 
Our youth, and our vigonr, they're better. thau wine 
There's merit, I own, in a gay (arkling glale, 

But, can it compare with a lovely kind l: 

No, it cannot compare, you may fay what you can, 
Who prefers not a woman, the wretch is no man, 


The enchantments of Beauty what force can repel ! 
The eye's pon'rful magic, the boſon,'s ſoft Well, 
The lock fo endearing, the, kind melting kiſs, 

The enjoyments of love, ate all rapture aud bliſs. 
Then who woman refuſes rejects Nature's plan, 
He may ſoy what he will, but the wretch, is no mat, 
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May ſcandal, misfortune, and dreful diſgrace, 
Re the portion of all th' effeminate race; 
Like Britain, what nation on earth can they find, 
Whoſe nymphs are fo fair, ſo inviting, and kind ? 
Then who woman refuſes tejects Nature's plan, 
May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man. 


From a ſtrikiog example my moral ſhall ſpring ; 
Who'd act like a man, let him copy his King : 
Like George in his youth, the gay ſpring tide of life, 
Let every good fellow now take him a wife, 
When by Hymen you're bleſs'd, reſt ſecurely, for then 
You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourlelyves 
men, 


PII t I totofotoIotodot i 1 ohetoFofofofofofofotogc 
SONG CLIXX. 


The Queen of the Meadouyys, 


(On: Amanda, charming creature 
Hear the woodland warblers ſing, 
While each forward Nymph of Nature 
Now is pregnant with the ſpring, 
Haſte to view the dawaivg bluſhes, 
On dame Flora's infants ſeen, 
All beneath the blooming buſhes, 
Swaddled in their mantles green, 


Riſe, fair damſel, with Aurora, 
Riſe and ſee their early pride; 
Vilit Flora's offspring--Flora 
Will cepay yon when a bride ; 
Will return it, by pourtraying 
On your children's feces fair, 
Snch ſoft tinges, ſweet diſplaying 
Ev'ry roſe and lily there. 


Let us loſe the day in ſporting 
O'er the verdant carpets gay, 
O 2 
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Till the nightingale ſits courting - 
Midnight liſt'ners to his lay: 
Homeward then, onr ſteps befriending, 


Our kind ſtars will lend each ray, 
With the moons, or elſe attending : 

Glow-worms light the kedge-row Way. | | 
Ev'ry rural charm is waſt=d ; | | 


Dull is ev'ry land{kip round; 
Spring itſelf remains vntaſted, 

Till the Meadow?'s Queen is crown'd, 
Kv'ry grace attends about you; 


All things ſweet compoſe thy train: „ 
All is anarchy without you---- 
Haſte, and bleſs us with thy reign. F. 8. 


e ee ee eee 
SONG CLXXXI. 


OVELY nymph, aſſuage my anguifh 5 
At your feet, a tender ſwain 

Prays you will not let him langutfh ; 

One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did you know the lad that courts you, 

He not long need ſue in vain 
Prince of ſong, of dance, and (ports, 

You ſcarce will meet his like again. 


cpoohrtp oogerfooÞ oogpotochoobotoctocfnofoctoche rho oe 
SONG ELYXXIXIq, 
Same Tune, 


OVELY Damon, when thou'rt near me, 
Straight my vital ſpirits fly; 
Nothing but thy ſmiles can chear me, 
Turn, O turn thy killing eye: 
Hide, O hide thoſe blooming graces 
That thy lovely face adorn - 
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Who could ſhun thy ſweet enibraces 
When thou'rt bluſhing like the morn, 


Lovely Damon, do not teaze me 
With a ſight cannot bear; 
Deareſt Damon, if you'd eaſe me, 
Never on the plain appear : 
Deſiſt, dear youth, nor {irive to gain 
A heart, which is not mine to give 
Ceaſe, O ceaſe to give ſuch pain; 
Shun my ſight, and let me live, 8. 


FF 
SONG CLXXXIII. 


UARDIAN avgels, now protect me! 
Send to me the youth TI love! 
Cupid with thy bow direct me; 
Help me all ye powers above. 

Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes ! 
Tell him 1 love and 1 deſpair 

Tell him for him 1 grieve, 

Say 'tis for him J live, 
O! may the ſhepherd be ſincere ! 


Thro' the ſhady groves. I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; 

Near the brink of yonder fountain, 
Where he of: has bleſt my ſight ; 
Witneſs, ye groves, and falls of water, 
Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore 2 

Can he forget me ? 
Will he negled me 
Shall I never ſee him more? 


Does he love, and yet forſake me 

To admire a nymph more fair? 

If *ris ſo Pil wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 


O 3 


—— K 66 . *- — " —ä — — + 66 2 1 9 eee 1 4 
= * 


| 
| 
[ 
[ 


eee —  — . 4b eons © rr Sib en 4 <4 — +4 $4.34 op. v4 44 awd. 0. + oe) „% AD he ts as, 


162 A COLLLEETION 


Some lonely cave Ill make ny dwelling, 
Nor more the cares of life purſue, 

The lark and the philomel 

Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes nie bid the world adieu. 


- Rs — -  * _— 
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SONG Wi. 
| Same Tune, 
Far from her whom I adore ; 


Mult I ever love and lavguiſh, 
Doom'd to view her face no more? 


| | OPELESS till, in filent anguiſh, 


| Muſt I fly to (ſcenes of Wo! 
* Muſt I ev'ry bliſs forego ? 
| | Why ſhould Fate fo cruel proiy 7 


Alas! that ever I did love! 


7 Vain my purpoſe to forget her, 

| Fancy gives her to my eyes—- 

| See | ten thouſand charms beſet her 
See her dear idea rife ! 

- See, fair maid, my dyivg bloom! 

| See a tender youth conſume ! 

_ Sad, tor ever let me ſtray, 

To mourn aud sgh my life away. 

| 


Far from human crouds retiring,. 
Stranger to the voice of Fame, 

In ſome loneſome vale expiring, : 
Of a conſtant.—hapleſs flame; 
| i There, when worthleſs life is o'er, 
| And the cares of lov2 no more, 
| Weeping, nymphs my grave ſhall ſee, 
i And paſling lovers pity me. W. M 
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'$ © N.G -CLXXXV. 
The Sailor's Farewel. 
Written by Captain Thomſon, aud det by Mr Liſlier. 


HE ropſail ſhivers in the wind, 
The ihip the calts to fea : 
But yet my ſon}, my heart, my mind, 
Are, May, woor'd with thee 
For, tho' thy [eiivr's Lound atar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ftar 


Should landmen flatter, when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 

No gallant ſailor ever fail'( 
if Cupid fill'd his fai's : 

Thou art the compaſs cf my. foul, 

Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Syrens in ev'ry port we meet, 

More fell than rocks and waves ; 
But ſuilor of the Britiſh fleet 

Are lovers, and not flaves : 
No foes our courage ſhail ſubdoe, 
Al:ho' we've left our hearts with you, 


Theſe are onr cares; but if you're kind; 
We'l! ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'rs of France and Spam. 

Now Britain's glory refts with you, 

Our fails are full—ſ{weet giris, adieu! 


| SONG CLXXxXVI. | 
The Swlor's Return. 


EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore; 
And all the dangers of the main, 
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Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 

Your faithful Tom returns again; 
Returus, and with him brings a heart 
That ne'er from Sally mall depart, 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


SON G CLXXXVII, 
Drap of Capie—O, 


HERE. liv'd a wife in our gate end, 
She lo'ed a drap of capie—O, 
And a' che gear that e'er ſhe gat, 
She {lipt it in her gabie—0. 


Upon a froſty winter's night, 
The wife had got a drapie—O, 
And ſhe had piſs'd her coats ſae weel, 
She could not find the pattie—0. 


But ſhe awa? to her goodman, 
They ca'd him Famie Lamie— 0, 
Gae ben and fetch the cave to me, 
That I may get a dramie---C, 


Tamie was an honeſt man, 
Himſel he took a drapic—O, 
It was nae weel out o'er his craig, 
Till ſhe was on his tapie— O. 


She paid him weel, baith back and fide, 


And fair ſhe creiſl'd his backie—O, 
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&nd made his {kin baith blue and black, 
And gar'd his ſhoulders crackie—-O, 


Then he's awa' to the malt-barn, 
Aid he has ta'en a pockie—0, 
He put her in, baith head and tail, 

And caſt her o'er his backie— 0. 


The carling ſpurn'd wi? head and feet, 
The carle he was ſae aukie—O, 
To itka wa' that he came by 


He gar'd her head play knackie—-O, 


Coodman I think you'll murder me, 


My brains you out will knockie—O : 


He gi'ed her ay the other hitch, 
Lie ſtill, you devils buckie—Q, 


Goodman, I'm like to make my burn, 
O let me out, good Tamie—O ; 

Then he ſet her upon a ſtane, 

And bade her piſh a damie—-O, 


Then Tamie took her aff the ſtane, 
And put her in the pockie—O, 

And when ſhe did begin to ſpurn, 
He lent her ay a knockie—O. 


Away he went to the mill-dam, 
And there ge'e.her a duckie—O, 
And ilka chield that had a ſtick 
Play'd thump upon her backie—O, 


And when he took her hame again, 
He did hing up the pockie 0 

At her bed ſide, as I heard ſay, 
Upon a little knagie— 0. 


And ilka day that ſhe up roſe, 
In naething but her ſmockjie— 0, 
dae ſoon as ſhe look'd o'er the bed, 
She might behold the pockie--Oz 
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Now all ye men, baith far and near, 

That have a drunken tutie— O, 

Duck ye your wives in time of year, 
And I'll lend you the pockie—0. 


The wife did live for nineteen years, 
And was fu' frank and cuthie—0, 
And ever ſince ſhe got the duck 
She never had the drouthie —0, 


At laſt, the carling chanc'd to die, 
And Tamie did her bury —O, 
And, for the public benefit, 
He has gar'd print the curie—0. 


— — = - 


And this he did her motto make; 
Here lies an honeft fſucky—0, 

«© Who never left the drinking trade 
© Until ſhe got a duckie—-0,” 
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SON G CLXXXVIII. 
The Ploughman. 


HE ploughman he's a bonny lad, 
And a' his wark's at leiſure, 
And when that he comes hame at eben, 
He kiſſes me wi' pleaſure. 
Up wi't now, my ploughman lad, 
Up wi't now, my ploughman ; 
Of a' the lads that I do ſee, 
_ Commend me to the plougbman. 


Now the blooming ſpring's come on, 
He takes his yoaking early, 
And whiſtling o'er the furrow's land, 
He goes to fallow chearly. 
Up wit now, &c, 
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When my ploughman comes hame at eben, 
He's often wet and weary ; 
Caſt aff the wet, put on the dry, 
And gae to bed my deary. 
Up wi't now, &c. 


will waſh my ploughman's hoſe, 
And I will Kaſh his o'erlay, 
And I will make my plonghman's bed, 
And chear him late and early. 
Merry butt, and merry ben, 
Merry is my ploughman; 
"Of u' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


Plongh you hill, and plough you dale, 
Plough you faugh and fallow; 
Who winna drink the ploughinan's health, 
Is but a dirty teilow, 
Merry butt, &c, p 
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SONG CLXXXIX, 
The Tailor, 


HE tailor came to clout the claiſe, 
Dic 2 braw fellow! 
He fiid the houſe a' fu' o' fleas, 
D+ffin down, and 4:ffi:: down, 
He fül'd the houſe # fa" o ftues, ö 
Daffin down and dilly, : 


The laſſie ſlept ayont the fire, 
Sic a braw hiſſey ! 
Oh! ſhe was u' his heart's defire, 
Daft down, and daffin down, 
Oh ! ſhe was, &c 


The laſſie ſhe fell fat aſleep, 
Sic a braw hiffey ! 


| 
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The tailor clofe to her did creep, 
Daffin down, and daſfin down, 
The tailor, &c. 


The laffie waken'd in a fright, 
Sic a braw hiſſey _ 
Her maidenhead had ta'en the flight, 
Deffin down, and daffin down, 
Her maidenhead, &c. 


She ſought it butt, ſhe ſought it ben, 
Sic a braw hifley ! 

And in beneath the clocken hen, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 

And in beneath, &c. 


She ſought it in the owſen-ſtaw, 
Sic a brew hiſſey ! 
Na, faith, quo” ſhe, it's quite awe ; ; 
Daffin down, and daffin down, | 
Na, faith, &c. 


she ſought it yont the 3 ſtane, 
Sic a braw. hifley ! 

Some day, quo? ſhe, twill gang its lane, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 

Some day, quo! ſhe, &c. 


She ca'd the tailor to the court, 
Sic a braw hiſſey 
And a' the young men round about, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
And a' the young men, &c. 


She gar'd the tailor pay a fine, 
Sic a braw hifley ! 
Gre me my maidenhead again, 
Deffin down, and daffin down, 
Gi'e me my maidenhead, &. 


O'what way wad ye hae't again! 
Sic a braw hiſſeß ! 
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On! juſt the way that it was teen, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 

Oh! juſt the way that it was tz'en, 
Daffin down, and dilly. 


SONG CXC. 


Phe Surprize. 


Had a horſe, I had nae mair, 
] gat him frae my daddy; 
My purſe was light, and my heart was fair, 
But my wit it was fu' ready, 
And ſae 1 thought upon a wile, 
Ouwittens of my daddy, 
To fee myſell to a lowland laird, 
Who had a bonny lady. 


1 wrote a letter, and thus began, 
Madam, be not offended, 

I'm o'er the lugs in love wi? yon, 
And care nae tho? ye kend it. 

For I get little frac the laird, 
And far leſs frae my daddy, 

And I would blithly be the man 
Would ſtrive to pleaſe my lady. 


She read my letter, and ſhe leugh, 
Ye needna been (ae blate, man; 
You might ha'e come to me yourſell, 
And tald me o' your (tate, man: 
You might ha'e come to me yourſell, 
Outwittens o“ your daddy, 

And made John Goukſton o' the laird, 
And kifg'd his bonny lady. 

Then ſhe pat filler in my purſe, 
We drank wine in a cogie; 
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She fee'd a man to rub my horſe, 
And wow but I was vopie : 
But I gat ne'er ſae fair a fleg 
Since I came frae my daddy, 
The laird came rap rap to the yate, 
When I was wi' his lady. 
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Then ſhe pat me below a chair, 
And hap'd me wi? a plaidie ; 

But I was like to ſwarf wi” fear, 
And wiſh'd me wi' muy daddy. 
The laird went out, he ſaw va me, 

IT wehrt when I was ready : 
I promis'd, but I ne'er gae'd bark, 
To ſee his bonny * 
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SONG CXCI, 
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The Mariner's Wife. 


UT are you ſure the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 
Is this a time to think o' wark ? 
Ye jades, fling by your wheel. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
When our goodman's awa'. 


Is this a time to think of -wark 
When Colin's at the door? 

Rax me my cloak, Pl] down the key, 
And fee him come aſhore. 


— 
be 


Riſe vp, and make a clean fire«(itle, 
Put on the muckle pat ; 

Ge little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 
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Mak? their ſhoon 23 black as flaes, 
Their ſtockings white as navy; 

It's a' to pleaſure our goochnan, 
He likes to ſee them braw. 


There are twa hens into the crib, 
Have fed this month and mair, 

Mak” hafte, and thraw their necks about, 
That Colin weel may fare, 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My Biſhop ſattin gowanz 

And then gae tell the Bailie's wife 
That Colin's come ba, town. 


My Turkey flippers I'll put on, 
My Rocking pearl blue, 

And a' to pleaſure our goutiman, | 
For he's baith leal and true. | 


Sae ſweet his voice, ſae ſmooth his tongue, 
His breath's like cauler as, | 
His very tread has mulic in't, | 
As he comes up the ſtair. | 


And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
I'm downright dizzy with the joy, 
In troth I'm like to greet. f 
There's nae luck, &c, | ö 


And will I fee his face again ? | 
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SONG CXCII. 


Nae Luck about the Houſe when our Goodwife's awa'. | 


ka ſing of your goodman frae hame, | 
But whiles they're beſt awa', | 61.0 ' 
And tho? the goodwife ſtay at hame, be 
| 

: 
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There's nae luck about the hovſe, 
There's nae luck at a', 

There's nae tuck abovt the houſe 
When our goodwife's awa?. 


For there was nae luck. about my hovſe, 
And little for my wame, 
There was nae luck about my houſe 
When Maggy gae'd frae hame. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


For firſt the bairns raiſe frae their bed, 
And for a piece did ca?, 
Then how could I attend my work, 
Who had to anſwer a'? 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Their hands and faces. was to waſh, 
And coaties to put on, 
When every dud lay here and there, 
Which vezed honeſt john. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


He made the pottage wanting ſalt, 
The Kail ſiog'd in the pot, 
The cutties lay under his feet, 
And cogs they ſeem'd to rot. 
There's nae luck, & c. 


The ben and birds went to the fields, 
The glaid ſhe whipt up twa, 
The cow wanting her chaff and ſtraw, 
Stood routing thro? the wa'. 
There's nae luck, &. 


The bairns fought upon the floor, 
And on the fire did fi”; 
W hich vex'd the heart of honeſt John, 
When Maggy was awa?, 
There's nae luck, &. 
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With bitten fingers and cutted thumbs, 
And ſcreichs which pierc'd the ſkies, 
W hich drove his patience to an end, 
Wiſh'd death to cloſe their eyes. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Then went to pleaſe them with a (con, 
And ſo he burnt it black, 
Ran to the well with twa new cans, 
But none of them came back, 
There's nae-luck, &c, 


The hens went to their neighbour's houſe, | 
And there they laid their eggs, | 
When ſimple John reprov'd them for't, 
They broke poor chuckies legs. | 
There's nae luck, &, 


He little thought of Maggy's toil, 
As ſhe was by the fire, 
But when he got a trial o't, 
He ſoon began to tire, 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Firſt when he got the taſk in hand, 
He thought all would go right, 
But O he little wages had, 0 
On Saturday at night. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Me had no ge in ffom wheel or reel, 
Nor yarn had he to ſe!), 
He wiſh'd for Maggy hame again, 
Being out of money and meal. 
There's nae lack; &c 


The de'il gae'd oer Jock Wabſter, 
His loſs he could not tell 
Bot when he wanted Mapgy's help, 
He did nac good himſel. 
There's pac luck, &c. 
53 


* —ͤ—ÿ — — —— —-— 322 — 
- 


| et AG 1 a tp ͤ——ͤ ͤnͤ—m — — — ——— ꝰͤ——— ͤp— 1 . 
* 


E691 „ 


—— ed 


e — 


174 A COLLECTION 


Another want I do not name, 
All night he got no eaſe, 
But timbPd grumbl'd in his bed, 
A fighting wi' the flaes. 
There's nae luck, &c, 


Wiſhing for Maggy's muckle hips, 
WW hereon the flaes might feaſt, 
And fur to be goodwife again, 
Te ſwore it was nae jeſt. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a', 
There's nae luck about the heuſe 
When our goodwifc's awa'. 


SONG CXCHI, 
The Turnimſpike. 


ERSELL pe Higbland ſhentleman, 
Pe 2uld as Puthwel prig, man ; 
An' mony alterations ſeen 
Amang te Lawland Whig, man. 


Fal lal, &c. 


Firſt when her to the Lawlands came, 
Nainſell was driving cows, man : 
There was nae laws, abvuyt him's nerſe, 
About the prechs or trews, man. 


Nainſell did wear the philabeg, 
The plaid prick't on her ſhoulder ; 
The guide claymore hung pe her pelt, 
The piltol marg' d wi” pouder, 


But for whereas theſe curſed preeks, 
Wherewith her nerſe be lockit, 

O hon! thut e'er ſhe ſaw the day! 
For a' her houghs be prokit, 
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Every t'ing in the Highlands now 
Pe turu't to alteration ; 

The ſodger dwall at our duor ſheek, 
And tat's te great vexation. 


Scotland be turu't & Ningland now, 
An' laws pring oo te cadger ; 

Nainſelt wad durk him for her dee de, 
But oh ſhe fears te ſoger. 


Anither law came after that, 
Me never faw te like, man; 
They mak” a lang road on te crund, 
And ca' him Furmimſpike, mar, 


An? wow {he pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rips, man; 
Where twa carts may gang on ker, 
An' no preak ithets legs, mau. 


They ſrarge + penny for ilka horſe, 
In troth ſhe'tl no pe ſheaper, 

For naught but ga*en upo? the crund, 

And they gi'e me a paper, 


They tak” te horſe Ven py te head, 
And Vere they mak? him ftand, man: 
L teiPd them that 1 ſeen te day 
He had nae be command, man, 


Nae doubts Nainſell maun tra? her purſe, 
And pay them hat hims like, man: 

I ſee „ ſhugement on his toor, 

- Tat Sthy Turnimſpike, man, 


But l' awa' tate Highland hills, 
Where refit @ ane dare turn her, 
And no come near her Turnimſpike, 
Unleſs it pe to purn her. 
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SONG CXCIV, 
The Uſquebe, 


ONALD's a ſhemleman, an' evermore ſhall, 

For ſhe's porn i the Highlands, the pack o' Dunke!, 
Put the King and his cadgers ha'e_made her a prey, 
As ta'en paith her pot, and her tear Uſqueba, 


Nainſell now has nacthing of avld Highland hue, 
Put her turk, her claymore,. and her ponnet o' blue; 
Her plait and her kiit, okon ! mair wae ! 

She's reaved of them, and her tear Uſquebe. 


J was not atibel, tho” I faught for my chief, 
Nor am I a rogue, who. was never a thief : 
Nainſell was a ſodger, and got te King's pay, 
Aw? yet I'm depriv'd of her tear Uſquebæ. 


On te morning our Shanet he wad gie me a tram, 
Then I'd fight like a Turk, and work like a man: 
If you ſee te King, tell her it's no te right way, 


No tak? frae poor Donald his tear Uſquebe, 


When our Shanet was ſick, and pearing te pairs; 
A trink of good whiſky it cheriſh'd bis prain : 
It made him to ſing, and the houdie to pray; 
This was the fruits o'“ her gout. Uſquebe, 


The whiſky's te life. © te Highland beſare, 
Now te King's ain tear ſopers may die in te muir-: 
When her feets will be ſair, in a cault winter. day, 
Shel miſs Donald's kebbucks an' goot Uſquebae, 


My curſe on te cadger Uat:eer he was born; 
Poor Highla dman now maun-pe Lallandinan's ſcorn: 
Nainſell th pe hopes to ſee petter day, 

Au? te te'ul get the cadger, and her Uſqueba, 
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S 0 N G CXCY, 
Wayward Wife, 


LAS! my ſon, you little know 
The ſorruws that from wedlock flow, 

Farewel to every day of eaſe, 
When you have got a wife to pleaſe, 

Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 

Ye little ken what's to betide you yet ; 

The half of that will gain ye yet, 

If a wayward wife obtain ye yet, 


Your experience is but ſmall, 

As yet you've met with Hhitle chrall : 

The black cow on your feet ne'er trod, 

Which gars you fing lang the road, 
Sae bide you yet, &c 


Sometimes the rock, ſometimes the reel, 

Or ſome piece of the ſpinning wheel, 

She will drive ac you with good will, 

And then ſhe'll ſend you to the de'il. 
Sae bide you yet, &c, 


When I, like you was young and free, 

I valu'd not the proudeſt ſhe ; 

Like you I vainly boaſted then, 

That wen alone were born to reigu. 
But bide you yet, &c, 


Greet Hercules and Sampfon ton, 

Were ſtronger men than I or you, 

Yet they were baffled by their dears, 

And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers, 
Sac bide you yet, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well-built walls, 
Are proof *gainft ſwords and cannon- balls, 
But nought is found by fea or land, 

That can a wayward wife withſtand, 

Sae bide you yet, &c, 
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SONG cxcvi. 
Bide ye yet. 


IN I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fre, 
A honny wee wife to praiſe and admire, 
A bunny wee yardy alide a wee burn, | 
Farewel to the bodies that yammer and mourn. 
And bide ye yet, and bide ye yet, 
| Ye little ken what may betide you yet; 
| Some bonny wee bady way be my lot, 
And I'll ay be canty wi thinking o'r, 
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When I gang afie'd, and come hame at cen, 
I'il ger my wee. wife fou neat and fou clean, 
And a bonny wee bairnie upou her knee, 
That will cry papa or daddy to me. 

And bide ye yet, &c. 


—  tuae— 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be 

A diff'rence a'tween my wee wife and me, 

| In hearty good humour, althe' ſhe be teaz'd, | 
| III kiſs her, and clap her, until he be pleas. . 

| And bide ye yet, &c. 
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HILE penſive on the lonely plain, 
Far from the ſight of her 1 love, 
To the clear ſtream I tell my pain, 
And ſigh my pafſion to the grove. 
Echo, ſweet Goddeſs of the wood, 
From all thy cells reſound my care ; 
And Forth, alaug thy ſilver flood, 
Convey my murmurs to the fair. 


, — ——— ——— ů — 


Tell her, O tell the charming maid, 
In vain the ſeather'd warblers ling ;, 
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In vain the trees expand their ſhade, 
Or blooming, Flora paint the ſpring : 

When abſent from her dearer charms, 
Not all theſe beauties can iwvite ; 

But did ſhe bleſs her Jamie's arms, 
E'en barren deſarts would delight, 


0 E Looto ec Jeohooko-$0 Fo-fodootocerto $o N Rehe 
$O NG CXCVIIL, 
The Wedding Day. 


NE night, as poor Colin lay muſing on bed, 
With his heart full of love, and a vaporous head, 

To wing the dull hours, and his ſorrows allay, 
How ſweetly he ſung of his wedding day. 

O what would I give for a wedding day 

O what would 1 give for a wedding day ! 

Wealth and ambit:on 1'd loſe you away, 

With all you can boaſt for a wedding day. 


Should the Heavens bid me aſk, and with freedom im- 
plore, 
One bliſs for the anguiſh I ſuffer'd before, 
For Jeſſy, dear Jeſly, alone would I pray, 
And graſp nity whole wiſh on my wedding day. 
Bleſt be the approach of my wedding day! 
I'll hail my dear nymph on my wedding day; 
Earth ſmiles more charming, and heaven more gay, 
And happiueſs dawns on my wedding day. 


But Luna, who equally ſov'reign preſides, _ 
O'er hearts of the ladies, and flow of the tides, | 
Unhappily changes — has changed her mind! 
O Fate ! cou'd a wife prove eber conſtant or kind? 

Why was I born to a wedding day | 

Curſt, ever curſt be my wedding day. 

Colin, poor Colin, has changed his lay, 

And dates all his plagues from his wedding day. 


— 
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Bachelors, be warn'd by the ſhepherd's diſtreſs, 
Be taught by your freedom to meaſure your bliſs ; 
Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey, 
And blaſt all your hopes on a wedding day. 
Horns is the gift of a wedding day! 
Want and a ſcold crowns a wedding day! 
Happy's the gallant has a wife while he may, 
And prefers a ſtiff rope to a wedding day. 


SONG CXCIX, 


LL fing of my lover all night and all day, 
He's ever good natur'd and frolic, and gay; 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play, 
And a bonny young lad is my Jocky, . 
And a bunny young lad is my Jocky. 


He ſeys that he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, my lips, and my hair; 
Roſe, violet, nor lily, with me can't compare: 
If this be to flatter, tis pretty, 1 ſwear. 

And a bonny, &c. 


He kneels at my feet, and with many a ſigh, 
He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply; 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, VII die, 
I trembled all over, and auſwer'd, Not 1, 

And a bonny, ** | 


Around the tall May 8 he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat: 
He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, and diſcreet, 
His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet. 

And a bonoy, TI hk 


At eve', when the ſur Ginks repos'd in the weſt, 


And May's tuneful choiriſts all {kim to their ack, uy 
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When I meet. on the green the man I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt in-my breaſt, 
And a boony, &c. 


But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew, 

Then come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 

Let vs live for each other, both conſtant and true, 

And taſte the ſweet raptures no monarch eber knew, 
And a bonny, &c, 


{IF ETFS 


SONG CC 


1 ſing of my Jenny all day and all nigtn, 

She's always good natur'd, and full of delight; 

Her looks are ſo pleaſaut, her eyes are ſo bright, 

That I always am happy when ſhe's in my fight. 
And a beautiful girl is my Jenny, &c, 


To me Jenny's love is oft-times expreſt, 
Of all her young gallants ſhe loves me the beſt ; 
Her lips I have kiſs'd, and her boſom l've preſt, 
She's ſweeter than roſes in June, I proteſt. 
And a beautiful girl, &c, 


Of all the gay laſſes that dance on the green, 
'Tis Jenny excels, for an air and a mien ; 
She ſings like a ſyren, ſhe looks like a queen, 
She's the ſweeteſt young beauty my eyes have eber ſeen, 


Come hither, ſweet Jenny, no longer delay, | 
Join hands with your Jocky, to church let's away; 
Don't truſt till ro-morrow, be happy to day, 
And-gladly the ſummons of Cupid obey, 

Then love ſhall bleſs Jenny and Jocky, 
Then love ſhall bleſs Jenny and Jocky. 


2 REID 3 * ** 
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SONG CCTL. 
Galla. Water. 


RAW, braw lads of Galla water, 
Q brew lads of Galla- water, 
I'll Mit my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love thro? the water, 
Sae fair her hair, ſae brent ker brow, 
Sae bonny blue her een', my deary, - 
Sae white her teeth, fac ſweet her mou”, 
I aften kiſs her till I'm weary. 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moſs amang the hether, 
In kilt wy coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love thro? the water. 
Down amang the broom, the broom, 
Down amang the broom, my deary ; 
The laftie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 
That gar'd her greet till ſhe was weary. 


A. . & - -.-. & Fd -f n . F b dl 


SONG CCII. 
The Flower of Y arrow, 


N ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 
One charming nymph empley'd each verſe, 
She reign'd alone, without a marrow, 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow. 


Our fathers, with lueh beauty fir'd, 
This matchleſs fair in erouds admir'd ; 
Tho? matchleſs then, yet here's her marrow, 
Mary Scott's the Lower of Yarrow, 


Whoſe beauty ales by art, "6 
With virtue join'd attracts each heart; 


ub 
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Her negligence itſelf would charm you, 
She ſcarcely knows her power to warm you, 


For ever ceaſe Italian noiſe; 
Let every ſtriug and every voice, 
Sing Mary Scott, without a marrow, 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow. 


FEES EF EEIEEEFEEIEETSSESSI LL 
p SONG CIII. 


Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 


HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, | 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain ; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves; = 
For Britons never will be flaves, 


; 
| 
The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, Mi 
Muſt in their turn to tyrants fall; 
J Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free; 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule Britannia, &c, | 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, | 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, | 
Serves but to root thy native oak. ; 
Kule Britannia, &c. | | 


All their attempts to bend thee down; 
Will but arouſe, but arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe and thy renown, 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


— fad — 


| 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, | | 

| 

| 


To thee belongs the rural reign, | 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, [ 


Q 2 | ; 


154 A COLLECTION 


All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And every ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule Britannia, &c, 


The muſes, fill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair : 
Bleſt ile! with beauties, with matehleſi beauties crown'c, 
And manly hearts to guard the Pair. 

Rule Britannia, &. 
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SONG CCIV, 


Ralph of the Mill. 
A Paſtoral Ballad. By Mr Hawkins, 


S Hebe was tending her ſheep t'other day, 
Where the warblers whiſtle and ſing, 

A rural young ſwain came tripping that way, 
As briſk and as blithe as a king, 

The youth was a ſtravger to trouble and care, 
Contentment e'er guided his will; 

Yet ever regarded the ſmiles of the fair, 
Tho? alwzys bred up in a mill. 


Love ſtole in his breaſt at the ſight of the maid, 
For he could not her charms but adore, 

&f And if thou art cruel, dear Hebe,“ he ſaid, 
66 J ſurely ſhall love you the more.” . 

Such tenderneſs melted her into ſurpriſe 
(For Hebe was never unkind), 

And all of a ſudden love glow'd in her eyes, 
Which ſpoke the dictates of her mind. 


They ſat themſelves down at the foot of a hill, 

And chatted together ſo tree, 
Till Ralph, the young ſwain, made ſigns to the mill, 
W hilfſt claſping the nymph on his knee; 
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And this in a tranſport the miller replied, 
© Thy charms, deareſt girl, are divine ;” 

Then preſs'd her ſweet lips, and with rapture he cry'd,, 
« © Hebe ! conſent to be mine!“ 


She liſten'd attentive to all his requeſt, 
And freely comply'd to his will ; 

And now, to her ſolace, ſhe's married and bleſt: 
Wich honeſt young Ralph of the mill, 

Peace follows their footſteps wherever they go, 
Io blifs all their hours are ſpent : 

But, leaders of faſhion, I'd have ye to know 
Their “ happineſs flows from content.“ 


See S e 
A Paſtoral Song. 


4 ˙ — 


OPHIA is bright as the morn,. 
FI And ſweet as the fragrance of May, 
When flow'rets the meadows adorn, 
And nature is ev'ry where gay. 


But not the delightful perfume, | 
ExhaPd from the breath of the fair, 

Nor her beautiful cheeks roſy-bloom, 
Wich the charms of her mind can compare. 


45 4 — —— — — 


Whene'er ſhe appears on the plain, 
Enraptur'd we gaze and admire 

New tranſports enliven each {wain, 
And till ev'ry heart with deſire. f 


When fhe gracefully ſwims in the dance, 
O beware! ye fond youths! or ye die 
„How melting ! how keen is the glance. 
Of her: modeſt, her heavenly eye 


Q 3. 


4 
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The ſongſters that range thro? the trees, 
Harmoniovſly ling as they rove ; 

Her voice is more tuneful than theſe, 
And excels the ſweet notes of the grove. 


Ye ſwains do not envy my bliſe, 
Nor repine at y thrice happy lot; 
Our contract iz ſeald with a kiſs, 
- Sophia will dwell in my cot. PHtLo. 


 '$ONG ccvi. 


Fhe Power of Beauty. 4 New Sorg. 


OW pleaſing glides our morn of youth, 

1 Fer beauty itrikes the breaſt ; 

A parent's tender huſh can footh 
The fluttring ſonl to reſt : 

But love's ſweet paſtion, riper grown, 
| Exerts a tyrant part; 
| And painful bliſs, before unknown, 
Surround the guerdleſs heart. 


The vermil lip, love darting eye, 
Fair check of roſy hue; 

| The virgin breaſt, by gentle ſigh, 

| That partirg ſwells do view, 

May bid the heart with rapture glow, 

| 


To love attune the mind, 
But ah ! fad change] what ſorrows flow, 
1f Stella proves unking. ! 


Then to the nnfrequented grove, 
Or by the languid ſtream, 

| The penſive ſwain will ſighing rove, 

And breathe his plaintive theme: 

| TT The tender note along the vale 

| In gentle murmurs die. 

| And Echo, from her ſecret cell, 

| Returns him ſigh for ſigh, 
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SONG CCVII. 
A favourite Rondeau. 
Sung y MrsWeichſell at Vauxhall, 
The words by Mr Hawkins. Set to Muſic by Myr Hooks 
AFT, O Cupid! to Leander, 
Sighs that rend my tender breaſt; 


Whilſt 1 ſtray in groves meander, 
Bid him fly to make me bleſt. 


Aurling riils be gently flowing, 
Op'ning g'ades your ſweets diſtil: 

Soothe a heart's inceftant glowing, 
With content my fancy. fill. 


Haſte, ah | haſte my lover to we 
Fear not now my cold diſdain 3 


While, ſweet ſhepherd, you purſue me, 
To keep my heart I strive iu vain, 
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SONG CCVIIE. 
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The Shepherd's Complairt. 


LEXTS ſhun'd his fellow ſwains, | 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains | | 
Heaven ſhield vs all from Cupid's bow ! | 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, "if 
And wandering thro' the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe, | | 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, | 
His grief ſome pity, others blame, 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
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He mingled his concerns with theirs, 
He gave them back their frieudly tears, 
He ſign'd, but could not ſpeak. 


i. a a a Aa 


Clarinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe; 
She aſk'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it ealily foreſeen 
| She fear'd too much to know. 


| The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

W hile I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell. 


_" + 
- 


Tis thus I rove, "tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain, 
You are the cauſe of all my care; 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand turments 'vex.my-heart,. 
] love, and I deſpair, 


3 


* Too much Alexis have I heard, 

| ?Tis what I thought, *tis what 1 fear'd, 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cried ; 

j But you ſhall proniiſe ne'er again 

| To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pains; . 
| He bow'd, neo. and died. 


| N de enen Sao οονοοο pol 
SONG CCIX. 

The Shepherd and Shepherdeſs. A Cantata, 
Shepherd. . 


HE morning's f-eſhneſs calls me forth, 1 
To view creation crown the earth... 
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Arn, 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun ſhine day, 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Shepterdeſs, RECtTATIVE. 
Ah ! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee, 


Shepherd. AtR. 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think what you give to a true loving \wain, 
When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs: 
A bee's (ingie ſting but a little wile ſmarts, 
But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds bearts, 
When laflies will give themſelves airs. 


Shepherdeſs. 
Ah! ſhepherd, ah! ſhepherd, mankiud, like the bee, 
Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee, 
And when the believing food maid 
O'ercome by their arts; feels the force of love's ſting, 
At once like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, , 
And laughing he leaves her, betray'd, 


Shepherd RECITATIVX. 
Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 
And from n and laſs, let us be man and wife. 


Shepherdeſs, Al R. 
Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent, 
Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leaſure repent ; 
We ſhould look ere we leap, 'tis a lott'ry for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his wife, 


Shepherd, 
Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch misfortunes may 
prove, 
But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for leve, 
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And ſince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry for life, 
We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made man 
and wite, 


2222 


Se erde. 
Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rubl'd; 
To my children a flive, by my huſband be fochd; 
The day ſpent in trouble, the night waſte ia trite ! 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife, 
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| | Shepherd. 

| We a wife take, tis ſaid, e'er for better or worſe ; 
Marriage, therefore, is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 

| Let us ſhew, by example, the bleſlings of life 

| Can only be found in a man and his wife. 


a a AM a 


Shepherdeſs. 
But (ee the ſun ſetting the clouds ſkirt with gold, 


And vGibbling riſing, repair to their fold; 
Let us homeward repair 
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| . Bor R. 
| . — And end us the rife ; 
BY And to- - morrow, * dear, we'tl be made man and wife. 


| KIFIEEEKES eee eee Wy. 


| SONG ccx. 


wine there is all in life you can name, 
It ſtrengthens our friendſhip, aud love aids the ſame ; 
Since life, my dear boy, is at moſt but a ſpan, 
Let't live all our days, and let this be the plan: 


Chorus, To drink. my brave boys, 
And drive away forrow ; 
If the cath but hold out, 
We'll ne'er aſk to borrow. 
If the caſh, &c 
Tho? poor rogues to- day, 
We'll be rich rogues to-morrow, 
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May we live in a village, not far from a town, 
With a bed for a friend Whene'er he comes down 
With a pack of good hounds in the morn when we wake, 


To mount the briſk courſer, and take the next brake, 
Then drink, &c, 


May our victuals be good, not nice of their ſort, 

And our cellars well ſtor'd with old claret and port; 

With a few bumper -glufles to toaft to old glories, 

As our fathers and grandſires have oft done before us, 
Then drink, &c, 


With an honeſt buck chaplain to grace the round table, 
Who will drink what he can, ard no longer than able; 
Who will drink till his face, like the claret, is red, 


Or, like old Arch the parſon, God reſt him, he's dead. 
Then drink, &c, © 


Every lad have his laſs, that conſtant will prove, 

Quite true to his bed, and ſincere in her love: 

For marriage I hate, and deſpiſe common whores, 

Coquettes I deteſt, but I like your amours, 
Then drink, &c. 


And as we have liv'd let's cloſe the taſl ſcene, 

Quite free from all hardſhips, and free from all pain ; 

That the old ones may wonder, the young ones may 
fare, 


And amazedly cry, © what friendſhip was there! 
Then drink, &c, 


FF 
s Oo NO CCXT. 


Is wine that clears the underſtanding, 
Makes men learned without books ; 

It firs the general for commandi 

And gives ſoldiers fiercer looks, 
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"Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 


Heightens beauties of the fair ; 


Truth from falſehood it diſcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers care. 


Wine will fet our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things, 
When rais'd by Bacchus we afpire 
At flights above the reach of Kings. 


Bring in ona magnum: plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 
None to flinch till they be empty, 
And full fifty toaſts gone round. 


CILLA ALE 4-440 $-$-$-4 3-4-4 vba 
SONG CCXII. 
The Birks of Invermay, 


HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invites the tuneful birds to ſing ; 
And while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love. melts the univerſal lay ; 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them, improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 


Among the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more ; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu ! the birks of Inverimay, 


Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound 7 
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he wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The buſy bee with humtning noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 
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SON G (CXIII. 
HOPE. A Paſtoral, Set by Mr Arne. 


banks are furniſh'd with bret, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to fleep 

My grottos are ſhaded with trees, | 

And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, | 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare- bells and violets grow, 

Where the hare-belis and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed ;' 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves aud the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as hne 
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The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to wine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
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INE, wine in the morning 
Makes us frolic and gay, 
That like eagles we ſoar 
In the pride of the day; 
County ſots of the night 
Only find a decay. 


Tis the ſun ripes the grape, 
And to drinking gives light ; 
We imitate him 
When by noon we're at height ; 
They teal wine who take it 
When he's out of fight, 


Boy fill all the glaſies, 
Fill them vp now he ſhines ; 
The higher he riſes | 
The more he refines, 
For wine and wit fall 
As their maker declines, 


SONG CCXV, 
The Ewie wi” the Crooked Horn, 
Oo Were I able to rehearſe 
My ewie's praiſe in proper verſe, 


1'd ſound it out as loud and fierce 
As ever piper's drone cou'd blaw. 
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The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith parſe and corn, 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Hereabout or far awa'. 


{ neither needed tar nor keel 
To mark her upo' hip or heel, 
Her crooked horn it did as weel, 
To ken her by amo? them a'. 
The ewie, &c, 


She never threaten'd ſcab nor rot, 
But keeped ay her ain jog trot, 
Baith to the fauld and to the cot, 
Was never (weer to lead or ca“. 
The ewie, &c. 


Nae cauld nor hunger e'er her dang, 
Nor win' nor rain cou'd e'er her wrang, 
For anes ſhe lay a haill week lang 
Aneath a dreary wreath of ſnaw, 
The ewie, &c. | 


When other ewes they lap the dyke, 
And ate the kail for a' the tyke, 
My ewie never play'd the like, 
But tees'd about the barn-yard wa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


A better nor a thriftier beaſt 
Nae honeſt man cou'd weel ha' wiſt, 
For, bonny thing, ſhe never miſt 
To hae ilk year a lamb or twa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


The firſt ſhe had I ga'e to Jock, 

To be to him a kird o' ftock, 

And now the laddie has a flock 
Of mair nor thirty head to ca'. 


The ewie, &c, | 
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The neiſt I ga'e to Jean, and now, 
The bairn's ſae bra', has fauld ſae fu', 
That lads fae thick come here to wooe, 
They're fain to ſleep on hay or ſtraw, 
The ewie, &. 


] looked ay *t even for her, 
For fear the fumart might devour her, 
Or ſome meſhanter had come o'er her 
If the beaſtie bade awa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


Yet Monday laſt, for a' my keeping; g 
I cannae ſpeak it without greeting, 
A villain came when I was leeping: 
And ſtaw my ewie, horn and a', 
The ewie, &c, 


I ſought her fair upon the morn, 


And down beneath a buſs of thorn 


I got my.ewie's crooked horn, 
But, ah! my. ewie was awa'. 
The ewie, &c.. 


But an' I had the low that did it, 
I've ſworn and batm'd, as well as cd its 
Tho? a' the warld mou'd for bid it, 
I ſhou'd gi'e his neck a thraw. 
The ewie, &c. 


T never met wi' fic a turn 
As this, ſince ever I was born, 
My ewie wi” the crooked horn, 
Peur filly ewie, ftown awa', 
The ewie, &c. 


O had ſhe died of crook or cauld, 
As ewies die when they grew auld, 0 
It wadnae been, by mouy fauld, 
Sae ſair a heart to ane o's a“. 
The ewie, &c. 
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For a' the claith that we ha'e worn, 
Frae her and hers (ae aften ſhorn, 
The loſs of her we cou'd ha'e born 
Had fair ſtrae death ta'en her awa?, 
The ewie, &c, 


But this poor thing to loſe her life 
Aneath a greedy villain's Knife, 
I'm really fear'd that our good wife 
Will never win aboon't ava'. 
The ewie, &c. 


O all ye bards aneath Kinghorn, 
Call up your muſes, let them mourn, 
Our ewie wi' the crooked horn 
Is {town frae us, and fell'd and a'. 
. The ewie, &c. 


> 


N III EEE RENE EEE ELIREERNY 
Wars Alarms entic'd my Willy, 


THEN wars-alarms entic'd my Willy from me 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh, 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
I. *woke ere yet the morn was nigh. 
No other could delight him, 
Ah! why did I &er Qight him! 
Coldly anſwering his fond tale, 
Which drove him far 
Auid the rage of war, 
And left filly me thus to bewail, 


But I no longer, tho' a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For, ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, . 
I. will ſeek my abſent love; 
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The hoſtile country over 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear; 
No diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cantion's roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


SS ISSSSSE SON SITS KH 
SONG CCXVIL 


What's that to You, 


Y Teany and I have: toii'd 
The live long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay, 
Her kerchy was of Holland clear; 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
Burt what is that to you, 


Her ſtockings. were of kerſy green;. 
As tight as ony ilk, | 

O fic-a leg was never. ſeen, 
Her ſkin was white as milk; 

Her hair was black as ane cov'd wiſh, 
And ſweet ſweet was her mou”, 

Oh Jeany Caintily can kiſs, 
But what is that to you ? 


The roſe and lilly baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair, » 
There is nae benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt no care; 
But when another ſwain, my dear, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view, 
Let Jeany whiſper in his ear, 
Pray, what is that io you ? 
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SONG CCXVIID 
Johnny and Mary, 
Sung by Miſs Catley. 


OWN the burn and thro? the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Johony lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mon”, 
Dear ſhe lo'ed the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Zung her praiſe the whole day long. 
Down the burn and thro' the mead, 


His golden locks wav'd ver his brow,. 


Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”, 


Coſtly claiths ſhe had but few; 
Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely with'd nae mair : 
Love's the pearl the the; herd's prize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fouutam, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 
Down the burn, &c. 
Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart”; 
Youthfu>Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was ſtill her faithfu' Johnny's heart; 
Sweet the joys the lovers find, 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind, 
Down the burn, &c, © 


” *, , _ 
r — 9 —— Roy — — — . —yU—ʒ — — — 2 —̃ — 


99 


© 2 


—— — — —— — ef n 


2 oor 


- . 
——U— ou Ruan ts — 2 — — 
_ — — 


A COLLECTION 


SONG CCXIX, 
The Braes of Yarrow. 


HE ſun juſt glancing thro” the trees 
Cave light and joy to ika grove, 
And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze 
Awaken'd hope and flumbring love; 
When Jeany ſung with hearty glee, 
To charm her winſorne marrow, 
My bony laddic gang wi' me, 
We'll o'er the braces of Yarrow, 


Young Sandy was the blytheſt ſwain- 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae ; 
No leſs cou d ken him free frae pain, 
So graceful, kind, ſo fair and gay. 

And Jeany ſung, &. 


He kiſs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 
Her ſparkling e'en had won his heart, 
No laſs the youth had c'er betray'd, 


No fears had ſhe, the lad no art, 
And till ſhe ſung, &c. 


VSG TTSSESSISSSOISSSSIII INST TO 
SONG CCXX. 


A favourite Song. Sung at Ranelaghs 


Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp and pride and noiſe, 


M 


With eager haſte he hies him down 
To taſte of rural joys. 

Soon as blitheſome (wain's in ſight, 
My heart is mad with glee, 

I never know ſuch true delight 
As when he comes to me. 


. 
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Hbw. ſweet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide z 
Nor yet leſs ſweet the moon: light grove, 


All 


by the river's ſide : 


The gaudy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift when Colin's by 

How quickly glide the flow'ry May! 
How faſt the ſummers fly! 


When 
An 


Colin comes to grace the plain 
humble crook he bears, 


He tends the flock like other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears. 


All in 


the verdant month of May, 


A ruſtic rake his pride, 
He helps to make the new-mown hay 
With Moggy by. his ſide. 


Gainſt yellow autuinn's milder reign. 


His 


fickle he prepares, 


He reaps the harveſt on the plain, 


All 


pleas'd with, rural cares: 


With jocund dance the night is crown's, 
When all the toll is o'er, 

With him I trip it on the ground, 
With bonny ſwains a ſcore. 


When winter's gloomy montis prevall, 
If Colin is but here, 
His jovial laugh and merry tale 


For 


me are muckle cheer. 


The folks who chuſe in towns to dwell 
Are from my envy free, 

For Moggy loves.the plains too well, 
And Golin's all zo me. 
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SONG CCXXI. 
The Parting Kiſs. 


O kind kiſs before we part, 

Drop a tear and bid adien, 

Tho! we ſever, my fond heart, 
Till we meet, ſhall pant for you, 


Yet, yet weep not ſo my love, 
Let me kifs that falling tear, 

Tho' my body muft remove, 
All my ſoul ſhall {till be here, 


All my ſoul and all my heart, 
Ev'ry wiſh ſhall. pant for you, 
One kind kiſs, then, e'er we part, 

Drop a tear and bid adieu. 


1. . f K. . be r Kr N . . N r . . . 
SONG CCXXII. 
Give the Devil his Due. 
UR cares are all vaniſh'd, our fears are all o'er, 
The Devil and Fauſtus ſhall plague us no more, 
Thus free'd from his magic, our paſtimes renew, 
And ever, as now, give the Devil his due, 
Our labours ſhall proſper and add to our ſtores, 
Since Fauftus is gone to pay off his old ſcores ; 
Who deals with the Devil fuch dealings maſt rue, 
And (Doctor or Duke) give the Devil his due. 


Now Ralph and his dame ev'ry vow ſhall fulkl, 


His mill ſhall go round, and her clack ſhall lie ſtill, 


Each laſs to her lad ſhall be loving and true, 
Remembering Rtill--give the Devil his due. 
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The heart once corrupted can know no delight, 
For goodneſs and chearfuſneſs ever nnite ; 
Whilſt miſchief, once rooted, will miſchief purſue, 
And muſt in the end—give the Devil his due. 


CGOOSECODDEDSD debeo 
SONG CCXXIII, 


Laſs gin ye lo'e me tell me now, 


Ha'e laid a herring in ſa't, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, teil me now, 

I hue brew'd a forpet o' ma't, 

A I canna come ilka day to woo, 
I hae a ca'f will ſoon be a cow, 

Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
J ha'e a pig will ſoon be a ſow, 

An' I canna come ilka day to won 


I've a houſe on yonder muir, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
Three ſparrows may dance upon the floor, 
And I canna come ilka day to woo, 
I ha'e a butt, aud I ha'e a ben, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
I ha'e three chickens aud a fat hen, 
An' I canua come oily mair to Woo, | 


Ive a hen wi! a happity leg, 
Lats gin ye lv'e me, tak' me now, 
Which ika day lays me an egg, . 
And I canna come ilk day to woo. q 
I hae a kebbuck upon my ſhelf, 
Laſs gin ye lu'e me, tak' me now, 
Idowna eat ita? myſelf, 0 
And I winna come ony ingir to woa. | 


204 A COLLECTION 


SONG CCXXIV, 
Anſwer to the foregoing Song. 


MAT: care I for your herring in ſa't, 
Laddie, I like to tell what's true ; 
I carena a fig for your forpet o' mat, 
Sae ye needna come here that way to woo, 
As little care I for your houſe i' the muir, 
E'en that, my lad, winna bribe me now; 
- Tho? fifty fouk cou'd dance i” the floor, 
Foul fa* me gin that wad bring me too. 


Sage brag nae mair o' your butts and your bens, 
Laddie, that's no the gate to woo z 
Tho? ye had a hundred cocks and hens, 
They never wad gar me tak? ye now: 
As for your hen wi' the happity leg, 
Laddie, ye*re ſurely daft or fu“! 
D'ye thirk that I can dine on ae egg? 
*Deed, friend, ye're makin* game o' me now. 


Ye ſay, ye've a pig that will ſoon be a ſow, 
Laddie, I like the truth to tell, 

When ye brag, o' your ca'f that will foon be a cow, 
I'm fley'd that ye're but a ca'f yourſe ll: 

An' as for your kebbuck up i” the ſhelf, 
Lad, gin I thought you in earneſt now, 

I wow'd tak? you to be but a greedy guts'd elf, 

That wou'd come wi? fic offers a laſs to woo. 

But, lad, gin ye want my heart to move, 
Hark, and I'H learn you how to do; 

Ye mann tauk o' naething but love for love, 
For that's the gate a young laſs'to woe : 

For gin I cou'd think ye liket me weel, 
Laddie, I tell you truly vow, 

I wou'd leave my daddy an' minny, atweel, 
An' blythly, the night, gang aff wi! you, 
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SONG ccxxv. 
TAL LY HO. . 


E ſportſmen dra near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field, 
M-nkind, tho? they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield ; 
His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, his Grace, 
A hunting continually go, 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tallyho, 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

The huntſman gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the commons full ſpeed, 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 
The poet too often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, taliyho, 


While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we ſweep, 
Tho? prudes on our paſtime may frown, 
How oft do they decency's bounds overleap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 
Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſhon, for ſhow, 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tallyho. 


EEE EEE EEE eee 


s ON G ccxxvi. 
Come gentle God of Soft Repoſe. CY 
OME gentle God of ſoft repoſe If 8% 


And lull my tortur'd ſoul to reſt, 
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In thy embraces me incloſe, 
| And let me once egain be bleſt, 


| Come gentle flumbers, yet be kind, 

| Nor let me ever ſigh in vain, 
Relieve my care, and eaſe my mind, 
3 Reſtore my health, and bauiſh pain. 


For thee each night in vain I 6gh, 
And daily I thy loſs deplore, 
| Thy friendly aid no more deny, 
Nor let we mourn thy abſence more, 


N EE EEE EEE EEE EE ELLE LIEY 
SONG CCXXVIL. 


Lothario 5 Mr Arne. 


8 now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye Weets of Hlovming May, 

How ſhould empty ſunſtine warm me 
While Lothario keeps away. 


Go ye warbling birds, go leave me, 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky, 
Sweeter notes her vice can give me, 


Softer ſunſhine kills her eye. 
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SONG CCXXVIII. 
Advice to the Ladies. 
ET an empty flattering ſpirit 
H Eaſy foobfh hearts begnite, 


Know, judicious fair, that merit 
Only can deſerve your {mile, 
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Jcorn the wretch, whate'er his ſtation, 
Who, with wealth or titles bold, 
Dead to each ſoſt inclination, 
Hopes to win your heart with gold, 


With the youth each worth poſſeſſing, 
Deign the nuptial joys to prove, . 


Ne'er deſpiſe ſo great a Weſling, 
But repey him love for love. 


NH. NW. 


5 ON G CCXXIX. 


How imperfect is Expreſſion. 


OW imperfedd is expreſſion 
Some emotions to impart, 

When we mean a ſoft confe ſſion, 

And yet ſeek to hide the heart. 
When our boſoms, all complying, 

With delicious tumults (well 
And beat — What broken, fault'ring, dying, 

Language wou'd, but cannot tell 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek ; 
Aſk no more, behold your ertor, 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak : 
What tho? ſilent is my anguith ? - 
Or breath'd only to the air; 
Mark my eyes, and as they langniſh, 
Read what yours have wrten there. 


O that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong feelings view; 
Love has nought more fond, believe me, 

Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
From you, I am wild, deſpairing, 
With you ſpeeckleſs as J touch, 
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This is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much. 
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SONG CCXXX, 


+ OW ſweet is the woodland with fleet hound ar 


horn, 
To waken ſhrill echo and taſte the freſli morn ; 
But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt purſue, 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my view, 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Diana, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with diſdain, 
In pity o'ertake her who wounds as ſhe flies, 
Tho' Daphne's purſu'd, "tis Myrtilla that dies. 


FFF 


The Roſe. 


O flow'r that blows is like this roſe, 
Or ſcatters ſuch perfume, 
Upon my breaſt oh ! gently reſt, 
And ever ever bloom. 


Dear pledge to prove a parent's love, 
A pleaſing gift thou art, 

Come ſweeteſt flow'r, and, from this hour, 
Live henceforth in my. heart. | 


— — : 
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SONG. COUCRXXII. 
The Banks of the Tweed. 


„ Neri 
S on the banks of Tweed i lay reclin'd 
Beneath a verdant ſhade, 
1 heard a ſound more ſweet than pipe or flute, 
Sure more enchanting was not Orpheus“ Inte ; 
While liſt'uing aud amaz'd, 1 turu'd my eyes, 
The more I heard the greater my ſurpriſe, 
{ roſe end follow'd, guided by my ear, 
And in a thickſet grove 1 faw my dear; 
Unſeen, unheard, ſhe thought, thus ſung, the maid : 


At. 

To the ſoft murm'ring ſtream I will ſing of ny love, 
Delighted am I when abroad I can rove, 
To indulge a fond paſtion for Jockey my dear, 
When he's abſent 1 ſigh, but how blithe when he's near, 
is theſe rural amuſements delight my fad heart, 
Come away to my arms love and never depart, 
To his pipe T could liag, for he's bonny and gay, 
Did he know how I lov'd him no longer he'd ſtay. 


Neither linnet nor vightingale ſing half ſo ſweet, 
And the ſoft melting ſtrain did kind echo repeat, 
It ſo raviſn'd my heart and delighted my ear, 
Swift as light'uiug | flew to the arms of my dear; 
She, ſurpris'd and detedted, ſome moments did Rand, 
Like the roſe was her cheek, and the lilly her hand, 
Which ſhe plac'd on her breaſt, and ſaid, Jockey, I fea: 
have been too imprudent, pray, how came you here ? 


For to viſit my ewes, and to ſee my lambs play, 
By the banks of the T' weed, and the groves, I did ſtray, 
But my Jeany, dear Jeany, how oft have I fgir'd, 
And have vow'd endieſs love if you would be my bride, 
To the altar of Hymen, my fair one, repair, 
Where the knot of affection ſhall tie the fond pair ; 
To the pipe's ſprightly notes the gay dance we will lead, 
And will bleſs the dear grove by the banks of the Tweed. 
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SONG CCXXXTIT, 


we EN firſt by fond Damon Flavilla was ſeen, 
He fightly regerded her air and her mien, 
The charms of her mind he alone did comment, 
Not warin'd as a lover, but cool as a friend ; 

From friendſhip,. not patlion, his raptures did move, 
And the ſwain bragg'd his beart was a ſtravger to love, 


New charms he difcover'd, as more he was known, 
Her face grew a wender, her taſte was his own ; 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd. 

And oh what dear virtues beam'd forth in her mind 
Yet till for the ſanction of friendſhip he ftrove, 
Till a gh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love. 


Now proud to be conquer*d, he fighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleafure but being with her, 
He's mute, while his heart firings are ready to break, 
For the fear of offending foctids him to ſpeals, 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 
7 hut friendſhip with u onen is lifier to he. 


A lover thvs- conquer'd can ne'er give offence, 
Not a dope to her ſmiles, but a flsve to her ſenfe ;- 
His patlam, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay. 

Since founded on that which, can never decay; 
And time, that will beauty's ort empire remove, 
Increaſing her reaſon, inereaſes his love. 


. N. FE DD, x , N ν M. NN M NN NN I 
| s. O NG ccxxxIv. 
A favourite Song Tune, — Shepherds I have teft my love. 


IERE each morn and ev'ry eve, 
1 Ia dewy ray returning. 


Shall ſhare the ſorrows that breat he, 


Shall witneſs to my niourning, 0 
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Echo catch the plaiotive lay, 
To her heart diſcover, 
How for her forlorn I ſtray, 
How well, how true I love her, 


If forbidden to renew 

The vows which once we plighted,. 
My Lydia's fate I will purſue, 

In death, at leaſt, united. 


The lateſt breath that warms this clay, 
At parting ſhall diſcover 

Row I ſigh wy foul away, 
How deer, how. well I love her. 
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SONG. CCXNXXV.,. 
The Surpriſe. By a Scots Cen ems. 


HE tither morn, , 
When I fortorn, . 
Aneath an aik ſat moaning, 
I did na trow 
I'd ſee my jo 
Beſide me "gain the glowming; 
But he, fu' trig, : | 
Lap o'er the rig, | | 
And dawtingly did chear me, 
When I, whatreck,. | 
0 Did leaſt expect | | 
To ſee my laddie near me. 


His bonnet he 
' A thought ajee 
Gock'd ſpruſn when firſt he ełaſpꝰd me,, 
And I, I wat, 
Wi' fainneſs grat | 
Wihile in his grips he preſs'd mes 
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De'il tak' the war 
T late and air 
Ha'e wiſh'd ſince Jock departed, 
But now as glad- 
I'm wi” my lad 
As ſhortſyne broken hearted, 


Fu' aft at e'en, 
Wi' dancing keen, 
When a' were blithe and merry, 
I car*dna by, 
Sae (ad was TI, 
In abſence o' my deary ; 
But praiſe be bleſt, 
My mind's at reit, 
I'm happy wi my Joknoy, 
At kirk and fair, 
I'ſe ay be there, 
And be as canty's ony. 


Ye EEE NE HEME WELL HEMEAE WL K Ke r . r 5. es 
SONG CCXXXVI. 
Hark the Joy inſpiring Horn, 
Sung by Ni Catley. 


ARR, hark the joy inſpiring korn 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, . 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcour the ground,. 
And ſuuff the fragrant gale, | 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, high-mettled, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue 3 ; 

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 


The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 


And ſees the game in view, 
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Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath ; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is near, 

She ſees approaching death, 


Directed by. the well known breeze. 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echoes rend the ſkies, 


SOLO OSCTIS I OCTIOSITOTI TOUR 
SONG CCXXXVII, 


ITH a chearful old friend, and a merry old ſong, 


And a tankard of porter, I could fit the night 
long, 


And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, | 
Tho” I muſt drink porter, while they can drink wine, 


I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly ettate; 
But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, 
Is meanneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs of purſe. 


Then let ns, companions, be chearful and gay, 
And chearfully ſpend life's remainder away ; 
Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 

For the more we are envy'd the higher we rife. 


SOOOSSSOSOISSSSHIOSSSSSSSS 
SONG CCXXXVIIL, 


HERE was a jolly miller once liv'd on the rwer 

Dee, 12 55 | 

He danc'd and ke ſang from morn to night, no lark ſe 
| blithe as he, 
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And thus the burthen of his forg for ever usd to be, 
I care for nobody, no not i, if fobody cares for ihe. 


I live by my mill, God bleſs her! (he's kindred, 
child, and wife, 
J would not change my ſtation for any other in fiſe; 
No lawyer, ſurgeon, or door, e'er had a groat from me, 
I care for nobody, no net I, H nobody cares for me. 


When ſpring begins its merry career, ob | How hie 
heart grows gay, 


No ſummer's drought alarms Wis fears, mer winter's cold 
decay 


No foreſight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to ſing, 
and ſay, f 


Let others toil from year to year, I Ive from day to 
day. 


Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice 
auc ſing, 


The days of youth ate made for glee, and time is on 
the wing; 

This ſong fhall paſs from me to thee, along the jovial 
ring, 

Let heart and voice and all egree, to ſay, long live the 
King. 


DBISCT SE EOSSOHSISUETD IIS 
SONG CCXXXIE. 


V Pm going, and all the dey long, 

At home and abroad, or alone in a throng, 

I find that my paſſion's fo lively and ſtrong, 

That your name, when I'm ſilent, ſlill runs in my ſorg. 
Sing balin a mone ora, &. 

A kiſs of your fweet lips for me. 


Since the firft time I ſaw you I take no repoſe, 
I fleep all the day to forget half my woes, 
& 4 8 
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$0 hot is the flame in my Gomach that glows, 

By St Patrick I fear it will burn thro? my cloaths, 
Sing balin a mone ors, &. b 
Your pretiy black bair for me. 


In my conſcience 1 fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Rhelim will fave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 

Sing balin a mone ora, &c. 
Your pretty black eyes for me, 


On that happy day when I make you wy bride, 
With a (ſw nging long ſword how fl ſtrut and Ui ſtridg, 
With coach and fix horſes with hovey III ride, 
As before you walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing baliy a mone ora, &c, 
Your lilly white fiſt for me. 


c chro fo too N KA N 
SONG ccxl. | 


EAR Tom, this brown jug thac now foams with 
mild ale, 
In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale, 
Was once Toby Filipot, a thirſty old foul | 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bow! ; | 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 


And among jolly topers he bore off rhe bell, 


It chanc'd that in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe | 
In his flower - woven »rbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe putting ſorrow away, | 
And with honeſt old {tuigo was ſoaking his clay, | 
His breath-doors of life on @ ſudden were cut, | 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt, 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had teſolv d it again, | 
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A potter found out in its covert fo ſnug, Th 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug, 
Now facred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, An 
$0 here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale, | 
IN NCC IN IN NNE HEREIN OC! IN HC IEIN IEICE HERE Ht "= 
SONG CCXALI. 8 
Patie's Wedding, WM 
S Patie came vp frae the plen, 2 
Drivin' his wedders before him, 
He met bonny Meg ganging hame, | It 
Her beauty was like for to ſinore him. 
O dinna you ken, bonny Meg, 0 
That you and I's ga'en to be marry'd ? 
I rather had broken my leg 1 
Before fic a bargain miſcarry'd, 
Na Patie—O wha's tell'd you that? MX 
I think that of news they've been ſcanty, 
That I ſhould be married (ae ſoon, T 
Or yet ſhould ha'e been ſae flantly ; 
I winna be married the year, 1. 
Suppoſe I were courted by twenty; 
| Sae Patie, ye need nae mair ſpear, N. 
N For weel a wat I dinna want ye. Y 
Ar 


Now Meggie, what maks ye ſae ſweer ? - 
Is't *cauſe that | henna a maillin ? 

The lad that has plenty o' gear Qt 
Need ne'er want a half or haill ane: 

| My dad has a good gray mare, 


| ? 

| And yours has twa cows and a filly, 1 
| And that will be plenty o' gear, As 
| Sae Maggie be no ſae ill- willy. 
: | I 1 


Indeed Patie, I dinna ken, 
But firſt ye maun ſpeir at my daddy, 
You're as weel born as Ben, 


Aud I canna ſay but I'm ready, 
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There's plenty o' yarn in clues, 
To make me a coat and a jimpy, 

And plaiden enough to be trews, 

Git ye get it I ſhauna (crimp ye. 


Now fair fa“ ye, my bonny Meg, 
I'ſe let a wee ſmacky fa' on you, 
May my neck be as lang as my leg 
If I be an ill kuſband nnto you. 
S2e gang your way hame enow, 
Make ready gain this day fifreen days, 
And tell your father the news, 
That I'll be his fon in great kindneſs, 


It was na lang after that, 

Wha cam” to our bigging but Patie ? 
Weel dreſt in a braw new coat, 

And wow but he thought himſelf pretty, 
His baunet was little frae new, 

In it was a loop and a litty, 
To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, 

To bab at the neck of his coaty. 


Then Patie cam' in wi? a ſtend, 

Said, peace be here to the bigging, 
You're welcome, quo William, come ben, 
Or I wiſh it may rive frae the rigging, 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, 

And tell's a your news in a hurry, 
And haſte ye Meg, and be down, 
And hing on the pan wi” the berry, 


Quoth Patie, my news is nae thrang, ; 
Yeſtreen I was wi? his, honour ; 
Pve ta'en three rigs of braw land, 
And ha'e bound myſell under a bonour : 
And now my errand to you - 
Is for Megyy to help me to labour, 
I think you maun gie's the beſt cow, 
Becauſe that our haddin's but ſober. 
: T 
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Well, now for to help you-throngh, 
Vil be at the coſt of the bridal, 
I'ſe cut the craig of the ewe 
That had amaiſt die'd of the fide ill, 
And that'll be plenty o' bree, 
Sae lang as ovr well is nae reifted, 
To all our good neighbonrs and we, 
And I think we'll no be that ill feaſted. 


Quoth Patie, O that'il do weel, 
And Il gi'e you your broſe in the morning, 
O' kail that was made yeſtreen, 
For I like them beſt iu the forenoon, 
Sze Tam the piper did play, 
And ilka ave danc'd that was willing, 
And a' the lave they ranked through, 
And they held the ſtoupy ay filling, 


The auld wives ſat and they chew'd, 

And when that the carles grew nappy, 
They danc'd as weel as they dow'd, 

Wi a crack o' their thumbs and a kappie, 
The Jad that wore the white band, 

I think they c#'d Jamie Mather, 
And he took the bride by the hand, 

And cry'd to play up Maggy Lauder. 


cfpcto $0202 CORCRIOBR 


SONG CCXLII, 
Mary Scott. 


APPY's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn 
But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover, 


Le regiſters of Heaven relate, 


If, looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did yon there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow ? 
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Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the Gods above mult ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And, at diſtance due, adore her. 

O lovely maid ! ny doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs ine with a ſmile ; 
Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


Be huſh, ye fears, Il! not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all my anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languith : 


With ſucceſs rrown'd, I'll not envy 


Lo. 


The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scott's become my marrow, 
We'll make à paradiſe in Yarrow. 


SONG CCXLIII. 


Same Fune, 


J WAS ſummer and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 

Reguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 

I wander o'er the braes of Yarrow ; 

Till then deſpiſung beauty's power, 

I kept my heart my own ſecure, 

But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 

And Mary's charms do now enflave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No ranſom take for Mary's flave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and lope deprive me, 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
Iv»» bondage may with mine compare 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair, 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow 
In nature's garden has no marrow, 
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Had IT of Heaven but one requeſt, 
I'd aſk to lie in Mary's breaft ; 
There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure : 
Deſpiſing Kings and al that's great, 
I'd file at courts and courtiers fate; 
My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow, 


But tho? ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her, 
For, leaving life, I'll always love her. 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind ? 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow, 


SONG CCXLIV. 


Bonny Laſs lie in a Barrack. 


Bonny laſs will you lie in a barrack, 
And marry a ſoger and carry his wallet ? 
Yes I will go, and think no more on it, 
PII marry my Harry and carry his wallet ; 
Il neither aſk leave of my minnie or daddie, 
But of and away with my ſoger laddie, 


© bonny laſs wil! you go a campaigning, ? 
Will you ſuffer the hardſhips of battle and famine ? 


When fainting and bleeding, O cou'd you draw near me 


And kiadly ſupport me, and tenderly chear me ? 


O yes I will go, tho? theſe evils you mention, 
And twenty times more if you had the invention; 


Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarms me, 


While I have my ſoldier, my deareſt, to charm nie. 
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S ON G CCXLY, 
Hey's bonny Laſſie, 


Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, oh hey! maun I till live pining 
Myſell thus awa, and darena, diſcover 
To my bonny Hay thet I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes flronger; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are no longer; 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at @ venture, 

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the fpring, and (ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ſing, bidding day a good morrow z 
The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 


But if ſhe appears where verdure invites her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the (weeter ; 
*Tis heaven to be by whey her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and ſweet eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb wich amaze, my mind is confounded, 
Fm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


ALIEN EET TEE ECTSS, 
SONG CCXLYT, 
Laſt time I came c'er the Muir. 
HE laſt time I come o'er the muh, 
I left my love behind me- 
Te powers ! what pain de J endure, 


When ſoft ideas mind me ? 


224 A COLLECTION 


Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſaing, 

J met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreat for, waving, - 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and «< haſtely ſporting ; 

We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain, 

I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 


Even Kings, when the was nigh me; 


In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which cou'd but ilt deny me. 


Shon'd I be cal'”d where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me ; 
Or cuft upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurronnd me z 
Yet hopes again to fee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing fes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of fuch bliſſes. 
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In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter ; 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover 
On Greenland-ice mall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the muis, 
She ſhall a lover find me ; | 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' 1 left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds {hall chain 

My heart to her fair boſom ; | 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more frefa ſhall dloſſom. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


* 
ki 8 K ͤ ³mV M — 4 2 „ Ws not Bo *. 


— we. —— . 


* 4% aun. — <6. 96 „„ TIE" 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 22Z 


SONG CCXLVII. 
The Yellow-hiir'd Laddie. 


N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees 
grow. | 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with fo ſaft and enchanting a found, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen dauc'd around, 


The ſhepherd thus ſurg Tho' young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcorufu' proud wir ; 
But Smie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; 


Her breath like the breezes perifun,'d in the (pring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſta:t, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful. good humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea, 


That mamma's fine danghter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was avkwardly airy, and frequently ſowr ; 
Then, ſighting, he wiſh'd, wou'd parents agree, | 
The witty ſweet Sukfie his miſtreſs might be. | | 


NLO ALT NIN IT RIOT EIN TIN RIO NI ESO TIO RIO eee eee 
DL OL EO IO IE . N 


»<$. s$d%. $f TF. Oo 0 


SON G CCXLVIIL. 
The agreeable Surpriſe, 


FER ſheep had in cluſters kept cloſe to a grove, 
To hide from the rigours of day ; 
Aud Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lap: 
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A youngling, it ſeems, had been ſtole from its dam, 
*'Twixt Cupid aud Hymen a plot, 

That Corydon night, us he ſearch'd for his lauib, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro? the .gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 
He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurpriſe ; 

*« Ye gods! if ſo killing,” he cry'd, “ when ſhe ſleeps, 
„ I'm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes! 


To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 


i e onwards my lambkin to trace:“ 
In vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love held him nail'd to the place. 


% Huſh, huſh'd be theſe birds, what a bawling they keep, 
« (He cry'd) your're too loud on the ſpray ; 

Don't you ſee, foollith lark, that the charmer's aſleep ' 
4% You'll awake her as ſure as tis day: 

4 How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid! 
« Her cheek he miſtakes for a rofe ; 

« I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
„ My boldneſs weuld break her repoſe.” 


Young Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile-: 
« Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, ““ you mittake ; 
% laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a, while ; 


„ But truſt me I've ſtill been awake “ 


The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her ſide ; 

And manag'd the matter I cannot tell how, 
But yefterday made her his bride, 


DN c e ot-ofho tarot 
SONG CCXLIX, 
Etrick Banks, 


N Etrick Banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowman when the ſheep drive hame, 


I met my laſſie braw and tight, 


Came wading barefoot a“ her lane: 


« 4 rs + 4 4,079 1 eto ee — ae. — —— 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 225 


My heart grew light, I ran, 1 flang 
My arms about her lilly neck, 

And kiſe'd and clapp'd there fu? lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 


I ſaid, my laſſie, will ye go, 
To the Highland hills the Earſe to learn? 
I'll baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe, 
When ye come to the brig of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Bruomy law; 
Cheer up your heart, wy bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw, 


All day when we have wrought enovgh, 
When winter, froſts and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the Joch, 
At night when you ft down to ſpin, 
Ill ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring ; 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb- time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again, 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 

I' meet wy laſſie amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield, | 

Then far frae a“ their ſcornfu' din, | 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, | 

We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort, 


SONG CCL, 


Shepherd Adonis. | 


HE Shepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport, 
- He for a retirement to the woods did reſort, 
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He threw by his club, and he laid himſelf down; 
He envy'd no monarch, nor wiſh'd for a crow. 


He drank of the burn, and he ate frae the tree; 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, and frae trouble was free. 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, though never ſue fair, 
Had nae love or ambition, and therefore nae care. 


But as he lay thus, in an ev'ning ſae clear, 
A heav'nly ſweet voice founded (aft in his ear, 
Which came frae a ſhady green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Amynta ſat ſinging of love. 


The nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomething that pleas'd her appear in his face ; 
With bluſhing a little ſhe unto him did ſay, 

O ſhepherd ! what want ye ? how came you this way. 


His ſpirits reviving, he to her reply'd, 
J was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd at the fight of a maid, 
Until I beheld thee, from love I was free; 
But now I'm ta'en captive, my faireft, by thee, 


MAE NM: 


7 


SONG CCLI. 
The Padlock to keep a Wife true. 


INC artiſts, who ſve for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their talte, and their genius proclain: , 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 
A ſecret diſclos*d for the goed of mankind ; 
And deny it who can, ſare the laurel's my due 
I've found out a. padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs prefide o'er your dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions inflame ; 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſefter deſire, 
And larguiſhing lovers {till ſigh and admire ; 


— 
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Yet fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho' thouſands may ſue, 
When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true, 


Tho' the huſband may think that he wiſely reſtrains 
With his bars and his bolts, his covfinement and chains ; 
How fatally weak muſt his artifice prove | 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love ? 

T hrow jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adien ; 
Reſtraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to the park or the play, 
All-complying and kind you anaft give her her way ; 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve, 
'Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love: 

And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſhon can find, 
For the fair one is ſafe, if you padlock her mind. 


Tho' her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently bleud, 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend; 
Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 
'Tis the charms of indulgence that binds the ſoft ſex ; 
They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in view; 
Good-humour's the padlock to keep a wife true, 


Loh dodeToPexoperototolo JERPSToToToko le keko Pete Toke br; 
SONG CCL, 


The Contented Maid, 
ET me live remov'd from noiſe, 
Remov'd from ſcenes of pride and ſtrife, 
And only taſte theſe tranqui! joys 
Which Heaven beſtows on rural life 
Innocence ſhall guide youth, _ 
Whilſt nature's path I (tilt purſye ; 
Each ſtep I take be mark'd with truth, 
And virtue ever be my view, 


Adieu, ye gay. adieu ye great, 
I ſee you all without a figh ; 
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Contented with my happier fate, 

In filence let me live and die! 
Sweet peace Pl court to follow me, 
And woo the graces to my cell, 

Par all the graces love to be 
Where innocence and virtue dwell. 


FFF 
SONG CCLIII. 
Tweed Sides 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty, ſuch pleaſure doth yield, 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant every buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Eet us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the lang day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never carleſsly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ? 
T weed's murmurs ſhould hull her afleep; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſaft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kifs, | 


Tis ſhe does the virgin excel, 
Ng beauty with her may compare 
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Love's graces around her do dwell ; 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair, 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks (tray, 
Oh! tell mie at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the T weed, 
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SESSSEITS IIB IIS ISSISSISSDS GS 
SONG CCLIY, 


Young Strephon, 


ET others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will ; 
mean to ſing in raſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the hill, 


As once I ſat heneath a ſhade, is 
Beſide a pnrling rill, 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade 
But Strephon of the hill, 


He tapp'd my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
I could not take it ill; 

For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the hill, 


| 
| 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they ſit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the- hill, 


O love, propitious Nil ! 
May every nymph be bleſt like me 


| 

| 

We went to church with hearty glee, | 
| 

With Strephon of the hill, | 


— 
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s ON G CCLV.. 
A Hunting Song 
HEN Sol from the eaſt 1 iſhymin'd the ſphere, 


And gilded the lawns and the riv'lets fo clear, 
I roſe from my tent, and, like Richard, 1 call'd 
For my horſe and my honnds too loudly I bud 
Hark, forward, my boys! Billy Meadows he cry'd, 
No ſooner he ſpoke bur old reyuard he ſpy'd; 
Over - joy'd at the ſight we began for to ſkip, 
Ton-ta ron went the horn, and crack went the w hip, 


Tom Bramble ſcour'd forth, when almoſt to the chi 
O'er-leaping a ditch——by the Lord, he leap'd in; 
When juſt as it hap'd, but the fly maſter ren” 

Was ſneakingly haſt'ning tv make ro his den; 
Then away we purſu'd, broke covert and wood, 
Not a quickſert nor thickſet our plevſures withſtood : 
Sa ho | maſter reynard, Jack Rivers he cry'd, 
Old ren? you mall die, Daddie Hawthorn reply'd. 

0 | | 

All gay as the lark the green woodlands we trac'd, 
While the merry ton'd horn inſpir'd as we chac'd ; 


No longer poor reynard his ſtrength could he boeft, 


To the hounds he knock'd under, and gave up the ghef.. 
The ſports of che field when concluded and oer, 
We ſound the horn back again over the moor: 
At night take the glaſs, and moſt chearily ſing 
The fox bunters round, not forgetting the King, 


hoaferÞ ch E. lebe kek Ee N c 
SONG CCLVI, | 

Jemmy and Nanny. 
Sung by Mrs Arne at Ranelagh, Set. y Dr Arng. 


HEN innocent paſtimes our pleafures did crown, 
Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 
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E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, aud bonny was ſhe, 
Rouſe up thy reafon, my beautiful Nauny, 

Let no new whim take thy fancy from me. 
Oh ! as thou art bonay, be faithful as any, 

Favour thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee, 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen ? 
Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be? 
Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That looks with diſdain on unfortunate me:? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me : 
Oh ! as thou arr bonny, be faithful as any, 
Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 
That flide away between thee and me; 

Eer ſquirrels aud beaus and their fopp'ry had pow's 
To rival my love and impoſe upon thee. 

Rouſe np thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


I I lll * PELLETS 
SONG CCLVII. 
My Heart went to the Fair. 


Sung at Vaurhall. Written by Mr Barwick, 


A down the cowſlip dale I ſtray'd, 
One morning with the dawn, 
Young Damon for the fair array'd, 
Came tripping o'er the lawn. 
His auburn locks with manly grace, 
In flowing ringlets hung; 
The bluom of health glow'd in his face, 
And blythe the ſhepherd ſung. 
U 2 
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Then onward drew, and, as he paſs'd, 
He ſmiling bade good day: | 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, ob! at laſt, 
I gaz'd my heart away. 
That moment all to love reſigu'd, 
Each ſenſe ſeem'd to declare ; 
Tho? hapleſs 1 was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair, 


In vain my anguiſh to remove, 
To once-lov'd ſcenes I fiy; | 
The roſe-deck'd bow'r, the pine-topp'd yu, 
Seem fading to my eye, 
Thou gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare; 
Perceive, tho' ſhe was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair, 


SAN SARY FAY FAR FAR. 
' $ ON. G... CCLVIIL.. 
Beauty and Muſic. 


E Wains, when radiant beauty moves, 
Or muſic's art with power divine, 
Think how the raptrous charm improves, 
Where two ſuch gifts celeſtial jom. 


Where Cupid's bow and Phoebus? lyre, 

In the ſame powerful hand are found; 
Where lovely eyes inflame deſire, 

Where trembling notes are taught to wound. 


Inquire not who's the matchleſs fair 

That can this double death beſtow ; ©: 
If young Harmonias ſtrains you hrar, | 

Or view her eyes, too ſoon youll know, | 
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SONG CCLIX. 


The Lovers Parting. 


SHE» 
ARK ! the trumpet ſounds to arms ; 
H O fatal noiſe ! 
Hark ! the trumpet ſounds to arms; 
Adieu my joys ! ba”; 
Ah ! the thouſand fears I prove, 
For thy life, and for thy love. 


HE. 
Ceaſe thy plaints, and dry thy tears, 
My charming maid ! 
Ceaſe thy plaints and dry thy tears, 
Nor fate upbraid. 
Heaven, that makes mankind its care, 
Guards the brave, to ſerve the fair, 
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SONG CCLX, 
The Goldfnch to Chloe, 


RECITATILVE. 
8 hoy Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; 


Yet e'er he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain. 


: „ ' ' 
Whilit to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 

Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 

Forgive me, miſtreſs, fince by thee 

I firſt was taught ſweet liberty. 
. n 
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Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear 
Wich genial warmth the drooping year, 
PI! tell upon the topmoſt fpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon leatn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


Waſte not on me an nſelefs care, 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my ſorrows, flight my ills, 
To thoſe which he poor captive feels, 
Who kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his liberty. 


PASTE EL EESSEELEEEEKEEASS + 
SONG CCLXI. 
Cupid Trinmphant. 

\, TOW's the time for mirth and. glee, 

Sing and love, and laugh with me; 

Cupid is my theme of fory, 


is his godſhip's praiſe and glory, 
How all yield into his law. 


O'er the grave, and ver the gay, 
Cupid takes his thare of play : 
He makes heroes qui their glory,. 
He's the god moſt fani'd in ſtory ; 
Bend.ng then into bis law. 


Ha, ba, ha, ha, ha, ba 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts: 
Cupid trumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 
Ficmly fix'd is Cupid's law, ' | 
Ha, ba, ha, ba, ba, ha 
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You may doubt theſe things are true ; 
But theyre facts *twixe me and you: 
Then ye men and maids be wary 
How you meet before you matry. 
Cupid's will is folely law. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hae 


MANN NN AO A WIE NN 
SONG CCLXIL, 
Love in Low Life, 


7 OUNG Jockey he conrted ſweet Moggy ſo fair; 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair ; 
They hugy'd, and they cnddled, and talk'd with their eyes, 
And lock'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wife, 


A fortright was ſpent ere dear Moggy came too; | 
For maidens a decency keep whei they woo : ' 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, | 
And Jockey he gave, for her jointure,. his cow. | 

' 
\ 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fait, 
Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed, 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay; 
And none was fo happy and gumeſome as they: 
Then home they retnrn'd, but return'd moit nukind ; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


2 
ö Surpris'd at this treatment, the cry'd, Gafter Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mock'd ; 
Qouth he, Gooſe, come on! why you now are my bride;. 
And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling, aſide. 


He took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 
18. Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old barn:; 
| They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 


Aud now live as man and wife uſually do, 3 | 
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SONG CCLXIIl. 
The Wandering Sailor, 


HE wand'ring fajlor plows the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe. 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor ou his native ore. 
In hopes, &c. 


When winds blow hard, and monntains roll, 
And thunder ſhakes from pole to pole, 
When dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, When toil, &. 


When round the bowl the jovial crow, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 
Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
T his is their univerſal toaſt : 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 
May we, &c. 


**. f x. x & x ICI ION! * KKK NR 
SON G CCLXIV, 


Sparkling Champaigne. 
Sung by Mrs Lowe at Marybone Gardens. 


E dull thinking ſouls, who by troubles are preſt, 
That are ſtrangers alike both to joy and to reſt, 
Adhere to my maxims, I'll teach you the way 
To be ever contented, good- humour'd, and gay; 
No remedy's ſurer to drive away pain 
Than a bumper of claret, or ſparkling chawpaigne ; - 
Or ſparkling champaigne ; | 
Than a bumper of claret, or ſparkling, "FR 


„„ 
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Ye lovers, who live by the ſmiles of the fair, 
Whom a frown: from your miſtreſs can drive to deſpair, 
Should ſhe chance to prove peeviſh, ill natur'd, or ſhy, 
Why, leave her alone, and ne'er flatter or ſigh; 
Deſpiſe all her arts, and forget her diſdain 
In a bumper of claret, or ſparkling ee 3 

Or ſparkling champaigne, 

In a bumper of claret, &c, 


When the huſband is jealous, or dull, or unkind, 
Let his ſpouſe give him this, and ſhe'll ſpeedily find, 
His mind "twill enliven, his care "twill remove, 
And awake in his boſom the tranſports of love: 

At a charge ſo inviting, what wife can repine ? 

From bleſſings, the virtue of ſparkling champaigne ; 
Of ſparkling champaigne, 

From bleſlings, the —_— &c, 


* AC ACS $44444-54-444- W 1 
8 0 NG - CCLXV. 
Blithe Sandy. By Mr Hawkins, 


Sandy is the (ſweeteſt ſwain 
; That ever pip'd on Tay; 
He tends his ſheep on verdant plain, 
And chears me all the day : 
For, oh ! he is fo blithe a lad, 
A blither cannae be, 
Whene'er he's nigh my heart is glad, 
For dearly he loves me. 


As on a moſſy bank we ſat, 
Beneath a fragrant ſhade, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on his bagpipes play'd : 
For, oh! he js ſo blithe, &c, 


He calls me his dear life and care, 
And his own Moggy too ; 
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He vows, by all that's good and fair, 
To me he will prove true: 
For, oh! he is ſo blithe, &c. 


Then I will prize my loving ſwain, 
And yield to be his wife ; 

Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſt for life: 


For, oh! he is ſo blithe, &e. 


IT CEE LIL EL ECAL IL COLELETLDEYY 


SONG CCLXVI. 


Sandy v'er the Lee. 2 
Sung by Mrs Wrighten at Vauxhall. 


Winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 

I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 
I winva ha'e the dominie,, for gebd he canna be; 
But 1 will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee : 
For he's aye a kiſſing, killing, kiſſing, aye a kifling me, 
He's aye a kiſſing, kiffing, kiffing, aye a kiſbng me. 


J winna ha'e the miniſter, for a? his godly looks, 
Nor yet will I the lawyer ha'e, for a' his wily crooks ; 
I wiana ha'e the plowman lad, nor yet will I the miller, 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, without a penny ſiller, 

For he's aye a kiſfivg, &. 


I winna ha'e the ſodger lad, for he gangs to the war, 


I winna ha'e the Lord nor Laird, for a" their meikle 
gear, 

But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the meir; 

For he's aye a kiſling, &c, 
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SONG CCLXVIL, 
By Mr Richardſon. Tuneg,—Bunks of the Dee. 


N Teeſe* ſweet barks I fat with my Molly, 
So chearful, ſo charming, ſo frolic and free; 
Away, gloomy care, ſaid I, hente melancholy, 
Nor think of attending on Moliy and me, 4 


The ſvn to old ocean was flowly defcending, 


The ſheph« rd his flocks on the wild heath attending, 
The p' owman, ſweet whiſtling, his wo homeward bend 


ing, 
And careieſsly gazing on Molly and me. 


The innocent milk maid was trippiog ſo neatly, 
And calling her kine o'er the ſweet-icented lee; 
The thruſh and the black bird were ſinging full ſweetly, 
And chanting their carrols to Molly and me. 
The daily, the pink, and the vi'tet ſweet blooming, 
The hawthorn and woodbine the thicket perfumiag, 
Sweet Philomel ſadly her wild notes reſuming, 
Bleſt ſcene of retirement for Molly and me, 


Poſſeſt of my Molly, Falſe fortune defying, 
From forrow. from care, and anxiety free ; 
The darts of old Time o'er our head Rep flying, 
What pair are ſo happy as Molly and me ? 
Dear ſcenes of contentment, for ever inviting, 
New pleaſures, new beauties, for ever delighting, 
With mutual affection each other requiting, 
Say, who are ſo happy as Molly and me? 


V OOH IS ONS 
SONG CCLXVIIL, 


Patie's Mill, 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
80 bonny, blithe, and gay, 


[ 
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| In ſpite of all my ſkill, | 

| Hath ſtole my heart away. | 
| When tedding of the hay, 

| Bure headed on the green, 

Love *midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts rifing in their dawn, 
To age it would give youth 
| To preſs *em with his hand : 
| Through all my ſpirits ran 
| An extacy of bliſs, 
When 1 ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


| Without the help of art, | 

| Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 

| Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 

| Her looks they were ſo mild, 

| Free from affected pride, 

| She me to love begnil'd, 

I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


| o had I all the wealth 

| Hopeton's high mountains fill, 

| Inſur'd long life and health, 

g And pleaſures at my will, 

| I'd promiſe and fulfil, 

a That none but bonny ſhe, 

| The laſs of Patie's mill, 

| Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me, 
| 
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I PINE SONG CCLXIX, 
Under the Roſe, Sung by Mr Vernon at Vauxhall, 


AST Midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thro' the grove, 
I met with young Phillis, the godgeſs of love; 
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My heart was trauſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a kiſs—but *rwas under the roſe, 


: She ſtarted and bluſn'd, and reply'd, with a frown, 

% Don't fancy, young ſwain, I'll be kiſs'd by a clown, 
« Pm courted by young Strephon—ſee yonder he goes,” 
Still 1 gave her a kiſs—but *cwas under the roſe, 


% Come, come, deareſt charmer,” I tenderly cry'd, 
I care not fur Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd, 

4% He's falſe to young Piillis ; he very well knows, 
« My heart is right honeſt, tho' under the roſe.” 


cc If Strephon be falſe, what has Phillis to do 2” 
(She anſwer'd in angiiſh) * No men fure are true,” 
«© O yes, my dear girl, (I reply'd) don't ſuppoſe 
«© But Damon is conſtant, cho“ under the role.” 


If you love me (ſhe cry'd) here then freely I give | 
„% My heart and affeftion as long as I live | 
I led her to church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe 

But Damon is conitant, —tho' under the roſe, 5 
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* 


SON G CCLXX. 
The Deſpairing Shepherdeſs. 
Tune,-—/f Love's a ſweet paſſion, Ce. 


N abank's flow'ry verge, beſide a clear brook, | 

A fair ſhepherdeſs ſat, in her hand was a crook, | 

Her dog, by her lide, lay at eaſe on the ground, ] 
And her flocks overſpread the green paſtures around; 
But the tears from her eyes ig, pure riv'lets they flow'd, I 
While her breaſt with theſe accents rapturouſly glow'd: | 


O! why, cruel fate, from my arms did you tear 
My faithful young ſhepherd, ever conſtant and dear ? 
| | 25 
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And force him away to a diſtance ſo far, 

Midſt the direful alarms of outrageous war! 

There he'll baſely be mangld, or inhumanly lain, 
And my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd ! I'll ne'er ſee again, 


» — — CG LS 


Ye woods, and ye groves, where often we've ſtray'g, 
Whilſt our lambs friſk'd their gambols, and ſportive!» 
play'd, 
Where firſt my young ſwain made to me known his love 
And ſwore ever conſtent and true he would prove: 
Now 1n vain your trees bud, they all flouiſh in vain, 
Since my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd ! Pll ne'er (ee again. 


» 


Ye cool ſhady bow'rs, and ſweet ſcented alcoves, 
And ye ſongſters, who chant your gay notes in the groves, 
Ye high water falls, and ſmooth ſerpentine ſtreams, 
Rural ſubjects for lovers, for them pleaſing themes: 
All your beanties diſpleaſe me, your muſic gives pain, 
Since my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd : III ne'er fee again | 


| 
No more will my ſwain gladden yon lonely vale, 
| Nor no more will his muſic dance on the freſh gale ; 
| His pipe was ſo pleaſing, and ſofc in the grots, 

That linnets, to liften, oft dropt their ſweet notes ; 
. But I'm left with the turtle to mourn and complain, 
| For my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd | I'll ne'er ſee again. 
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$ONG ccrxxi. 


FE watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient. air, 

| Of my Delia take a care, 

3 And repreſent a lover, 

With all the gaiety of youth, 

With Honour, juſtice, love, and truth; 

Till I return, her paſſions ſoothe, 

For me in whiſpers move her. 
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Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 

With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 

Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 
With glaring gold bewitch her: 

Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 

For me, who knows how to be kind, 

And have more plenty in my mind 
Than one who's ten times richer. 


Let all the workl turn upſide down, 

And fools run an eternal round, 

In queſt of what ne'er can be found, 
To picaſe their vain ambition : 

Let little minds great charms eſpy 

In ſhadows which at diſtance lie, 

W hoſe hop*d-for pleaſures, when come nigh, 
Prove nothing in truition, 


But. caſt into a mould divine, 

Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 

Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure : 

Let poets, in ſublimeſt lays, 

Employ their ikill her fame to raiſe, 

Let ſons of muſic paſs whole daz s, 
With well-tun'd reeds to pleaſe her, 


FFP 


'SONG CCLXXII. 
The new way of the Highland Laddie, 


H! ſure a pair was never ſeen, 
So juſtly form'd to meet by nature, 
The youth excelling ſo in mien, 
The maid in ev'ry graceful feature. 


Chorus, 
O how happy are ſuch lovers ! 
When Kindred beauties each diſcovers, 
X 2 
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For ſurely ſhe was made for thee, 
And thou to bleſs this charming creature. 


So mild your looks, your children thence 
Will early learn the taſk of duty: 

The boys with all their father's fenſe, 
The girls with all their mother's beauty. 


Chorus. 
O how charming to inherit 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit ! 
Thus, while you live, may fortune give 
Each bleſſing equal to your merit. 
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SONG CCLXXIII. 


ENEATH a beech's grateful ſhade 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 
He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining ; 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
Tho! pity cannot move thee, 
Tho? thy bard heart gives no relief, 
Let, Peggy I muſt love thee, 
Ve 
Say, Peggy, what has Colin done 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, *cis that alone 
For which you ſhou'd excuſe him: 
Twas thy dear (elf firſt raid this flame, 
This fire, by which 1 languiſh ; 
'Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where «every maid invites me, 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me; 

This love that fires my faithful heart, 
By all but thee's commended, 


— 
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oh! would'ſt thou act ſo good a part, | 
My grief might ſoun be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over ; 

Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas ! tho? it ſhov'd ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e'er move thee, 

Yet, till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy I mult love thee, 


eK. 


A Favourite Hunting Song. 


AST Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus ſhone 

clear, | | 

1 had not been hunting for more than a year, | 

Taleo, taleo, &c. | 

I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him | 
bound, 

For I heard hounds challenge, and horns ſweetly ſound, c 

Taleo, taleo, &c. | 


Hallo into covert, Old Anthony cries, " 
No ſooner he ſpoke but the fox, Sir, he (pies, 
Taleo, &c. 
This being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip, 
Faleo was the word, and away he did leap, 
Taleo, &c. 


IS 41 
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Then up rides Dick. Dawſon, who car'd not a pin, 
He ſprung at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in, 
Taleo, &c. | 
And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old ren, | 
Wich his tongue hanging out ſtealing home to his den, 
Taleo, &c, 
X 3 
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Our hounds and our horſes were alwoys as good 
As ever broke covert, or Gdaſl'd thro” the wood, 
Taleo, '&c. | 
0 Nd Reynard runs hard, but muſt certaiphy die, 
Have at you, old Pony, Dick Duwſon did cry, 
Taleo, &c, 


The bounds they had run twenty miles now or more, 
Old Anthony freed, he curs'd too, and fwore, 
| Taleo, &c, 
But Reynard being fpent, foon muſt give up the gh, 
Which will heighten our joys when we come to exc 
toaſt, _ 
Taleo, &c. 


The day's ſport being over, the horns we will ſound, 

To the jolly fox-hunters let echo refound, - 
Taleo, &. F 

So fil up your glafſes, and chearfully drink 

To tbe honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink, 
Taleo, &c, | 
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SONG CCLIXV. 
Auld Wife beyont the Fire, 


HERF, was a wife won'd in a glen, 
Aud the hid dochters nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe beith butt aud ben 
To fd their mam a ſwiſbing. 

The auld wife beyont the fire, 

The auld wife aneiſt the fire, 

The auld wife abeon the fire, 

She died for lack of ſuiſtung “. 
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* Sniſhing, in its literal meaning, is ſnuff made of tobacec 
but in this ſong it means lometines comtcntment, » hulbarc. 
love, money, &c, LT, | 


>. <4 


— . - — 
8 2 * — — — 


1 
. 
1 


A 3 4 rod en ne md rr wer woe Ns an Ol: de wn porn ww_w ”i err ry ————ů—— * et ue. ng — 


——U— . — A — —8ͤ 12 
— WP "ROY 


—— hit 4. wh 
, — * 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 247 


Her mill into ſome hole had fa'n, 

Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it he geen, 

For I mau ha'e a young gooudinan, 
Shall furniſh me with ſuiſhing. 


Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if ye with a younker wald, 

He'll walte away your ſniſhing, 


The youngeſt dochter ge'e a ſhout, 

O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 

Beſides half blind, you ha'e the gout, 
Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 


Ye lied, ye Wmmers, cries avid my, 
For I h4'e baith a tooth and ump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 

By wanting o' wy ſniſhing. 


Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky ſlut, 

Mother, if ye can crack a nut, 

Then we will a' confent to it, 
That you ſhall have a (niſhing, 


The auld wife did agree to that, 

And they a piſtol bullet gat, 

She powerfully began to crock, 
To win herſelf a ſniſhing, 


Rraw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, | 

And "tween her gums fae queeze and row't, | 

While frae her jaws the flaver flow't, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 


At laſt ſhe ga'e a deſperate ſqueeze, 

Which brake the auld tooth by the neze, 

And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 15 \ 
But ſhe tint hopes o' ſuiſhing. 


She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae her dechters did retire, 
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Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 


Ye auld wives notice well this truth, 

As ſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 

Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 

And leave aff thoughts of ſiſhing; 

Elſe, like this wife beyont the fire, 
Your bairns againſt you will conſpire, 
Nor wil! ye get, unleſs ye hire, 
A young man with your ſuiſhing. > 


" $O0NG CCLXXVvI. 
Rural Felicity. 


A Favourite New Song. 


N the morn as I walk'd thro! the mead, 
And tread on the carpet of green, 
I view'd the ſweet flock as they feed, 
W hat equals the beautiful ſcene ; 
Thro' the groves as I pals'd with delight, 
In view of yon ever green pine 
W hat ſenſation I feel at the ſight 
Of a proſpeR ſo rural and fine. 


Hark the birds as they perch in the bough, 
With melody plealing the ear : 

See the hind from afar with his plovgh,. 
Denoting the time of the year. 


As I ſtray'd thro' the neighbouring 1 


Encompaſs'd by mountains ſo high, 
© what charms do I find in the day, 
By the ſtreain that runs bubbling by, 


At the foot of yon ſycamore tree 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed; 
While his lambs frolic round him with glee, 
His ſheep along ſide of him feed, 
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O'er yon beautiful lawa do I ſee 
The hare wich timidity fly : 
How delightful's the ninlic to me 

Of the echo of dogs in full cry. 


But whit harmouy's that which 1 hear, 
is the bells from yon neighbouring vill: 
O how peſing's the feud to my eser, 
By che fide of this rarmuring rill. 
There's no pleaſure to me fu (Wert 
As that which the country gives : 
I am happy, thauk God, at my ſeat, 
Where rural felicity ves, 
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SONG CCLXXVIL 
The Progreſs of Love. 


Addreſſed to every Yowig Lady, 


N rip'ning age, the female breaſt 
To love's (oft influence prone ; 
Forſakes its uſual wonted reſt, 
And all its joys are flown ; 
Ah! hapleſs, more than hapleſs tate ! 
When ſome unworthy youth 
Stern providence decrees to mate 
With jnnucence and truth, 


Reverſe the ſcene, what raptures reign, 
Where worth with beauty join'd, 
Complete a union void of pain ; 
Bleſt anion of the mind ! 
Fxſtatic. bliſs ! (beyond the height 
Of fortune's ſordid ſway ) 
Then crowns each peaceful bliſsful night, 
And hails each coming day. 


Such, Myra, ſuch the youth ſhall prove, 
Whom tate ordains with thee, 
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To taſte the ſweets of mutual love, 
From care from diſcord free: 
Grown old in love, as well as age, 

You'll gently meet decay, 
And, envy'd, grace the future page 
Of ſome immortal lay, 


SONG CCLXXVIII. 


The Death of Avid Robin Gray, and Jamie's Return, 


A Favourite Scotch Ballad Snng by Mrs Kennedy ai 
Vauxhall Gardens. 


HE ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round was gay, 
Whea jenny was attending on Auld Robin Gray; 

For he was ſick at heart, and had nae friend belide, 
But only me poor Jenny, who newly was bis bride. 
Ah! Jenny, I mall die, he cry*d, as fure as I had birth; 
Then ſee my poor old bones, I pray, laid into the earth 
And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemomh and a day, 
And I will leave whate'er be ongs to Auld Robin Gray. 


T laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I cond, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
I took my rock into my hand, and in my cot I fgh'd, 
Oh wae is me, what thall I do, fince poor Auld Robin 

died. 
Search ev'ry part thranghome the land, there” s none like 
me forlorn, 
I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born; 
For ſamie, -al! 1 lov'd on earth, ah! he is gone away, 
My father's dead, my mother's dead, and eke Auld Ro- 


bin Gray. 
1T-rofe up with the morning for, and ſpun till | fertiog 
day, 
And one whole year of wigowhood I mourn'd for Robin 
Gray : 
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1 did the duty of a wife, both kind and e ovftant too; 

Let every one example take, and Jenny's plan purſue, 

I thought that Jamie ke was dead, or he to me was loſt; 

And all my fond and youthful love entirely was croft : 

I try'd to ling, I try'd to laugh, and paſs the time away, 

For I had neer a friend alive ſince dy'd Avld Robin 
Gray. 


At length the merry bells rung round, I con'dna 
gueſs the caufe ; 


But Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain'd fo muc!: 
applauſe : 

J doubted if the tale was true, till ſamie came to we, 

Aud ſnew'd a purſe of golden ore, and ſaid it is for thee, 

Auld Robin Gray I fd eis dead, and ill your heart is 


true, 

Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, ard J will be fo 
too, 

Meſs John ſhall! join us at the kirk, and we'll be blyth 
and gay. 


I bluſh'd, conſented, and reply'd, Adieu to Robin Gray, 


F 
aN. ec. 
Anna's <I> 


Neompaſs'd in an angel's frame, 
« An angel's virtues lay; 
Too ſoon did heav'n aflert its claim, 
And call'd its own away. 
My Anna's worth, my Anma's charms, 
Can never more return: 
What then ſhall fil theſe widow'd erms, 
Ah me! my Anae's urn, 


Can I forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which, bleſt with her I knew? 

Our hearts in ſacred bonds entwin'd 
Were bound by love too true, 
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That rural train which once were us'd 
In feſtive dance to turn, 

So pleas'd, when Anna they amus'd, 
Now weeping deck her urn. 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 
To part with thee is all my pain, 
She cried, then ſunk to reſt, 
While mem'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 
From beauteous Anna torn, 
My heart ſhall breath its ceaſeleſs grain 
Of ſorrow o'er her urn. 


There with the earlieſt dawn, a dove 
Laments her murder'd mate; 
There Philomela, loſt to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 
With yew and ivy round me ſpread, 
My Anna there I'll movrn ; 
For all my ſoul, now ſhe is dead, 
Concentres in her urn. 


eue, 
SONG CCLXXX, 
Delia. 
Set by Dr Arne. 


OFT pleaſing pains unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, 
When I behold the peaceful bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
There daily do I drive my flock, 

Ah happy, happy vale, 

There (gh and look, and while I look, 
My ſighs encreaſe the gale. Fg 


Sometimes at midnight do I tray, 
Beneath the inclement ſkies, 


hy 


F CHOICE SONGS. 


and there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's eep-ſeal'd eyes; 

So pious pilgrims nightly rove, 
With tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs atone the clay cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd favourite ſaint, 


Oh tell, ye ſhades that hold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 

Ah, why ſhou'd ye thoſe bleflings ſhare 
For which I ſigh in vain : 

But let me not at fate repine, 
Or thus my griefs impart, 

She's not your tenant, ſhe is mine, 
Her manſion is my heart. 
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SONG CCLXXXI, 
The Bonny Sailor. 


Y bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My heart is now with him at ſea 

I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me 

T wiſh to hear what plorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone, 

What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won, 


* 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
W hen fancy brought the foe in view, 
And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leit ev'ty gale a tempeſt blew. 
Bring. gentle geles, my ſailor home; 
His ip at anchor may I fre; 
Three years are (ure enough to roam, 
Too long for one that loves like me. 
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His face by ſultry climes is wan, 


His eyes by watching ſhine leſs briglit; 
But ſtill I' own my charming man, 

And run to meet him whea in ſight: 
His honeſt heart is what J prize, 

No weather can make that look old; 
Tho” alter'd were his face and eyes, 

I'll love my jolly ſailor bold. 


BIGGS GOD STI FOLIO ES 7 
SONG CcLXXXII. 


When Britain's Silver Trumpet ſounds, 


HREE lads contended for my heart, 
Each boaſted. diff*rent charms and grace; 


- Young Hall cou'd ſing with taſte and art; 


Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace ; 
Blyth Willy was a ſoldier brave, 

Who fear'd not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, 

When Britain's ſilver truwpet ſounds. 


Now fear is rous'd by war's alarms, 
And threat'ning foes each hour ariſe ; 


I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, 


And Maſter Jemmy 1 deſpiſe: 
J love my Willy, bold and brave, 

He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, 

When Britain's filver trumpet ſounds, 


In piping times of peace, a beau, 
Dear girls, may idte rhoughts employ ; 
But now, while threat'red by vach foe, 
Be wiſe, and throw awey the toy. 
Take my advice, love him that's brave, 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds; ; 
So may your ſmiles your country fave, 
While Britain's ſilver trunipet ſounds, 
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SONG CCLXXXIII. 


Young Jockey Blithe, : 


V OUNG Jockey blithe at early dawn, 
Starts freſh and fair as roſes blawn ; 
Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves, 
And greets the laſs he dearly loves. | 
Sweet ſaꝛells the bk, green grows the graſs, 
Dear Jug, will naething more thee, 
Be kind, be true, my bonny laſs, 
I only live to love thee. 


To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I'd die for your dear ſake ; 
From ev'ry other büds'neſs free, 
My Ufe and love ſhall follow thee, 

Sweet ſmells the birk, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, | 
In ſhining ſun let's make our hay. | 
While love does at his altar ſtand, q 
Give me your heart, O give your hand. | | 

| Sweet ſmells the birk, &c, 
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SONG CCLXXXIV, 3 


Be merry and Wiſe. 


O be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 
But a maxim ſo good can't tco often be told; ö i 

Then attend to my Gang, nor my counſel deſpiſe, 

For I mean to be merry, —but merry and wiſe, 


Ye bncks, who then toping ſuch rapture expreſs, 
And yet find the next day diſmal proofs of exceſs, ; 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, | 
Th to drink and be merry, —but merry and wiſe. f 
99 | | 1.58 
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In women, all lovely, is center'd each bliſs, H 
But let prudence give ſanction, 'twill ſweeten the kiſs 
If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, H 


You may kiſs and be merry, — but merry and wiſe, 


Then ye topers and rakes, who wou'd lead hapny 
lives, 1 
All exceſſes avoid, and chuſe modeſt wives; 
While prudenee preſides, it is thus I adviſe, 
Love and drink, and be merry, —but merry and wiſe, 


T 
FFP 1 
| H 
SONG CCLXXXV. 
When the Heart is at Eaſe, 
I] 
WHEN the heart is at eaſe, how chearful each ſcene, 
How pleaſing the toils or the ſports of the green, 
Now ſhunning their paſtimes, with tears I deplore, 
That Jockey is abſent, and joy is no more, H 
When he pip'd. on the green the laſſes wou'd throng, H. 
And ſtiſl he choſe me for the theme of his ſong ; 
But now he bas left me in grief to deplore, H. 


That Jockey is abſent, and joy is no more, 
O come, my dear ſhepherd,'once more chear the plain, 
O come and relieve ny fad heart of its pain Ht 


No longer in ſorrow thus let me deplore, 
That Jockey is abſent, and joy k no. mere. 


* K N . . . E.. net Ne . K. 1 


s oN G CCLXXXVI. 


I winna gang wi' thee, 


laſſes, do you Jo:key ken, the pride of Aberdeen 
His golden locks * o'er his brow, love wanton 
in his e'en. 


-- - > * x . 3 —— - 
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His teeth with ſnow drops may compare, his breath witlt 
new mown hay ; 


He's bonnieft where the bonny come, and baith can ſing 
and ſay, 
Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd, 
Gang down the burn wi' me, 
J ken'd what he'd be at, and ſaid, I winna gang wi' thee, 


If to the wimpli'g burnie I, "ith morn to waſh my 
claiths, | 


The bonny lad his winſome flute tunes 9%er the neighs 
bourmg braes 
At een, as hame I do return frac milking mither's ky, 


He'll lack my legen o'er the bent, and lilt ſue bliths 
ſomely, 


Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd, 
Gang down the burn wi' me. | 
I ken'd what he'd be at, and ſaid, I winna gang wi' thee, 


If ewes ſhou'd ſtray, he'll hund his dog, and fetch 
them frae the glen ; 


He'll tent the weathers to the trowe, and bring my 
lambkins ben ; 


He'll buy me ribbon knots ſo fine, and prin them to my 
breaſt ; 


He'll kifs ae ſweet, and ſighing vow I'm bonnier than 
the reſt 


Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd, 
Gang down the burn wi? me. 


Hout lad, gang firſt before the prieſt, and then I'fe gang 
wil thee. 


* N NN N= N= N N N N I BEIT E N r . 
$0 NG CCLXXXVI, 
Totterdown Hill 
Ar Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair, 


And it may be they dwell there Ill; 
SY 


m ,,, 
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Much riches indeed diqu't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſinall ferm and a mill : 
But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts, 
4 One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And the was the pride of their hearts. 


— — ee PR — 


Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtreight, 
Her eyes were as black as a floe 

Mik white were her teeth, full ſmart were her gait, 
And Qleek was her Kin as a doe: 

All thick were the clouds, aud the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd 

A child wet and cold came and knock'd at. the door, 
Its mamma it had loſt, and it cry'd. 


Young Bet was es mild as a morning in May, 
The bab ſhe hug'd cloſe to her breaſt, 

She chaf*d him all ver, and he ſinib'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and IulPd him to reſt : 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize ? 

* Why Love the ſly maſter of arts: | 

No ſooner he wak'ng but he drop'd his diſguiſe, 

And ſhew*d her his wings and his darts: 


Ce U—-‚'r . — — — — — — — — —c—_——_—_ 
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Quoth. he, I am Love, but Oh, be not afraid, 
Tho' all I make ſhake at my will, 

So good and ſa kid have been wy fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my Kill ; 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill: 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Tatterdowa Hill, 


1 rr * „ „% „„ „ Ir . ee os 4 Et 4 tn As 3 — a. . 


— — hae ie eigct oo wn woes 4 win hy « rere 


Lo 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 259 


SONG CCLXXXVIL 
Colin and Nell. 


INCE they trac'd me alone with a ſwain to the 
grove, 
Each tongue in the village proclaims l'm in love, 
With a laugh they point at us as paſling along, 
And Colin and Nell are their jeſt and their ſong, 


Suſpicion long whiſpey'd it over the green, 
But ſcandal now tells dat the never has ſeen ; 
Wherever we wander yet faiter ſhe flies, 
What we do, or what we ſay, the reflects with her lies 


How we trip, all by moon light, to love- haunted 
bow'rs, | | | 

How we toy and we Kft at the ſweet gilded hours: 

All this, and yet more, if ſhe will, ſhe my name, 

For we meet without crime, and we part without 
ſhame, 


I own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, 
And wait: with impatience till fortune's more bind; 
I still will love on till our fate's to be bleſt, 
And the talk may be louder, it han't break our reſt. 


Let malice ber tongue and her «eyes all employ, 
And envy*do all to embitter our joy; 


The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay nymph with her Colin at laſt, 


SKAEEEFEE EE +*+ + +4I+&I++*FEXE 
SONG CCLXXXVIIEL 
The Banks of Roſas. 


SI was a walking one morning fo fair, 
So green was the helds and ſweet was the ain, 
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There my true love and 1 did ſport and play | 
Down among the beds of roſes, | 


My lovely brown girl, wherever you be, 
_ There's none in the world I can fancy but ſhe, 
For never will I change my old one, — 


So my pretty brown girl don't leave me. 


| — — — ** og K — — — — = 


My father and my mother they often would ſay, 

That I was a ſilly boy, and would run away, 

No, I'll ſuffer myſelf to be laid in cold clay 
Down among the beds of rofes. 


— © 


| O had I a thouſand bright guineas in ſtore 

| I wovld part with them all for the girl I adore, 
| I would give 'em all, were they as many more, 
| | Had I a golden coach for to ride in. 


SSoacsseseces CESS SSSESUSSH DS 
S OW G CCLAXXIY; 
BRITANNIA. 


A Song in honour of the'gallant Rodney. 


EHOLD from far what glad ridings are brought, 
What glorious exploits in the Indies are wrought ; 
The darling of Neptune, of Britain the pride, 
Strikes terror to France, and ber fchemes have annoy'd, 


Chorus. 
All ſhall yield to thy maritime ſway, 
| Bleſt Britannia homage pay, 
; Gallia's proud ſons ſhall trembling own 
| The glorious deeds by Britons done, 


| Tune, 41} ſhall yield to the Malberry Tres.“ 
| 
? 
' 


Of Ruſſel's atchievements tradition may boaſt, 
| And tell, at La Hogue, how his fleet ſwept the coal? ; 
| 


\ 
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But the conqueſt which Rodney ſo nobly has won, 
All the deeds of the fam'd ninety-two has outdone. 
Chor, All ſhall yield, &c, 


The late glorious war noble conqueſts were made, 
And Saunders and Hawke Britiſh valour diſplay'd, 
They fought end they conquer'd, true glory to (hare, 
But the glory of Rodney is paſt al! cowpare, 

Chor, All ſhall yield, &c. 


The ſun never witnet(sd, till this riſing year, 
A conteſt ſo latting, ſo cloſe, and ſevere ; 
The ſtouteſt of veſſels the world e'er beheld, 
To ſtrike to the brave Britiſh flag were compell'd. 
Chor. All ſhall yield, &c. 


Unpitied, her folly ſhall Gallia mourn, 
Her fav'rite is captur'd, her lillies are torn, 
Her hopes are defeated, her ſchemes have been croſt, 
Her grand naval city for ever is loſt, 


Chorus, 
All ſhall yield to thy ſovereignty, 
Bleit Britannia, bend to thee ; 
Matchleſs and free thou itill ſhalt be, 
And miſtreſs reiga of every ſea, 


op ectechrpioofpopookectechucoricchoctcojochocfochoche 


SONG CCXC, 


O eaſe my heart I own'd my flame, 
And much I fear I was to blame; 
For tho” love's force we're doonbd to feel, 
The heart its weakneſ* jhould conceal, 


The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd breaſt, 
The ſigh that will not be ſippreſs'd, 

The tear which down the check will ſteal, 
With cautious art we ſhou'd conceal, 
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And yet, if hanour guides the youth, 
And welcome Love is led by Truth, 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 
Nor ſtrive our weakneſs to conceal, 


DESSSSFE SAS ESI SVUCCANE ESI FLEE 
SONG CCXCH, 


The Rural Laſs, 


69 god of ebon bow, 
Lay thy fatal arrows by, 
Molly kills with ſurer throw 
By the beamings of her eye. 
Let not then thy childiſh hate 
Will me to be ſtil unbleſt, 
For her lips decree my fare, 
My tribunal is her breaſt. 


Go, and to thy mother bear 
Tidings that will ſtamp thee curſt, 
Say, the Queen of Love lives here, 
Gentler, fairer than the firſt. 


Then returning, ſmiling ſay, 


Molly, Venus thou ſhalt be, 
I o'er love and beauty ſway 


But to draw all hearts to thee, 
HENS K . . .. N . . K. . u & . . . E. K K E 
SON G CCXCII. 
A favourite Scots Song. 
S I was ganging o'er the lee, 
1 chanc'd to look behind, 


And what right glancing ſhould ] fee 
But woodland Joe the hind, - 
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When we had gang'd the braes a while, 
He ſaid to me, my dow, 

May I rot (it upon this ſtile 6 
And kiſs your bonny mou, 


Kind Sir, ye are a wee miſta en, 
For I aim nane of theſe, 
T hope ye (ſome mair breeding ken 
Than ruffle lafles claiths. 
The lad was check'd, znd vow'd to ſeck 
Young Jane wi? blythlome brow, 
She'd let him claſp” about her neck, 
And kiſs her boany mou'. 


J ca'd him then provd-hearted ſwain, 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 

A only thought he ſtarted then, 
And nam'd the wedding day. 

He's braw and blithe, I lIk'd him weel, 
Nor frown upon him now, 

Tho“ boſder grown, his vows to ſeal, 
He kiſs'd my bonny mou”, 


FFF 
SONG CCXCIII, 
Jefly ; or April Day. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


HILE the hee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom and 
flips, 
And my Jefly looks buxom and gay, 
Let me hang on her neck, and taſte from her lips, 
All the ſweers of an April day. 


The ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtic his plow, 
The farmer with joy views his hay, 
And Jefy, my charmer, when milking het cow, 
Sings the ſweets of an April day, | 
i L 
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Like ſnow-drops with innocent ſweetneſs array'd, 
As blithſome and chearful as May, 

My Jefly, the pride of all the gay mead, 
Sung the ſweets of an April day. 


Remember, dear Jeſſy, and uſe well your pow'r, 
Your roſe-buds then pluck when you may, 


And guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 
For youth's but an me day. 


** ** NN N * N N K. * MN NN NN N 


SONG CCXCIV, 
Gramachree Molly, An Iriſh Air. 


S down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd one evening Th 


| May, 

The little birds, in blithſome notes, made vocal ey'ry 
ſpray : 

They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung them o'er 
and o'er, 


Ah! gramachree, ma cholleenouge, ma Molly aſbtore, 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of nature 
yields, 
The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd o'er the 
fields; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I adore, 
Ah ! gremachree, &c. 


J laid me down vpon a bank, bewailing wy fad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel Mol. 
ly*s hate ; f 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her in its 
core? | 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear, ah! why did ! 
believe ? 


Yet, who could think ſuch tender words were meant bu! 


to deceive ? 
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That love was all J aſſd on earth, nay, Heaven could 
give no more, 
F Ah! gramachree, &c, 


O] had I all the flocks that graze on yorder yellow hill, 
Or 'low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green 
paſtures fill. 
With her I love I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy ſtore, 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle doves, above my head, ſat courting on a 
bough, 
I envy'd them their happineſs to ſee them bill and coo ; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now, glas! 
*tis o'er, 
. Ah! gramachree, &c, 


s Oo NG CCXCV. 


The Auſwer to Gramachree Molly, 


E gentle winds, thet ſoftly blow 
Along the verdant plain, 

Go whiſper to my Strephon's ear 
His love's return'd again: 

In ſweeteſt language tell the youth 
His ſorrows to give o'er ; 

Ah gramachree ! my love ſhall be 
As happy as before, 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets 
Of Nature's flow'ry bed, | 


Shall join to make a garland, meet 


For my dear Strephon's head; 
The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, 
I'll add unto the ftore ; 
Ah gramachree ! and we ſhall be 
As happy as before. 
; | Z 
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Full many a'ſcene of mourning 
Thy Molly late has known ; 

Becauſe my heart its fondneſs kept, 
For thee, my love, alone; 

My parents hid me from thy ßghit, 
And ſpurn'd thee from their door ; 

Ah gramachree ! but now we'll be 
As happy as before. 


I laid me down upon my bed, 
Bewailing my ſad fate; 

And, like a faithful turtle dove, 
I mourn'd my abfent mate: 

And, as the ling'ring moments paſs'd, 
I told them o'er and o'er ; 

Ah gramachree | but now I'll be, 
As happy as before, 


You ſaid you lov'd your Molly dear, 


Thy vows I did believe ; 

For well I knew my Strephon's heart 
Would ne'er my faith deceive : 
Thy love was all I wiſh'd on earth, 
For heav'n could give no more; 
Ah gramachree ! and now we'll be 

As happy as before. 


Our flocks together now we'll tend, 
Upan the yellow hill ; 

And gaze, enraptur'd, on the ſweets 
Which yon fair proſpects fill; 

While heav'n upon our mutual love 
Shall all its bleſſings pour; 

Ah Gramachree ! we then ſhall be 

As happy as before. 


= 
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S.0O NG CCXCVI, 
Truſt not Man, for he'll deceive you, &%c, - 


Allegretto. 
6 {pete not man, for he'll deceive you, 
Treach'ry is his ſole intent; 
Firſt he'll court yon, then he'll leave you, 
Poor deluded ! to lament, 


Liſten to a kind adviſer ; 
Men purſue but to perplex : 
Would you happy be, grow wiſer, 
And avoid the faithleſs ſex, 


Form'd by nature to undo us, 
They eſcape our utmo!t head, 

Ah ! how humble while they woo us ! 
But how vain if they ſucceed ! 


So the bird, whene'er deluded 
By the artful fowler's ſnare, 
Mourns out life, in cage ſecluded, 
Fair ones, while you're young, beware 


F 
SONG CCX CVII. 


While milking my cow in a fine colour'd fale, &c. 
HEILE milking my cow in a fine colour'd fale, 
Young Damon came to me and told a ſweet tale! 
Such flattering words he ſo artfully us'd, 
That reaſon inform'd me that truth was abys'd, 
Such flittering words he ſo artfully us'd, 
That reaſon inform'd me that truth was abus'd. 


Yet praiſes are pleaſing to moſt of the fair, 


And I was attentive to hear him declare, 
2 2 
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The milk in my pail, and the evning's rich ſkies, 
Were emblems but faint of my neck, cheeks, and eyes, 
Such aſtoniſhing ſumilles made me amaz'd, 

But wonder abſconded when on him 1 gaz'd. 


The beauties he ſpoke of in him you will find, 
And thoſe are but trifles, compar'd to his mind. 
With ſoothing intreaties he won my foud heart ; 
Three Sundays expir'd, and he vow'd ne'er to part: 
We taſte ev'ry pleaſure that nature affords, 

And live quite as happy as Kings, Dukes, or Lords, 


SISS GSO TOODD GOISSIISI SO 5 
$ ON G CCXCVIIE. 

My ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, &c, 
Sung in the Regiſter Office. 


Y ſweet preity Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten ; 
Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my cafe !) 
Poor Paddy have ſmiiten, poor: Paddy have ſmitzen, 


Far ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lilly white hand js, your lilly white hand is; 
Your ſhape es like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're firaight as a wand is, you're ſtraight as a 
Wand 1s, 


Your lips, red as cherries, and your curling hair, is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil; 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 
Or orange trum Seville, or orange from Seville. 


When drefs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, fo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo triſky ; 
A kiſs on your cheek (*tis ſo ſoft and fo fleek) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
whiſky, | 


* 
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I grunt, and I pine, and I fob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're io cruel ; 
No reſt | can take, and, aſleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel, 


Your hate, then, give over, nor Paddy your lover 
So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle ; 

Or Paddy muſt die, like a pig in a ſty, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


FFC 
SONG CCXCIX, 


When Summer comes, the Swains on Tweed, &6, 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And mulic hlls the groves : 
But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, . 
So fair on Coudenknows, 
For, (ure, ſo ſoft, fo ſweet a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows, 
© the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
1 he broom on. Condenkiiows, 
For, ſure, fo (oft, ſo ſweet a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows, 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 


And won my yielding heart; 

No thepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed 
Could play with half ſuch art, 

He ſang of Pay, of Forth, and Clide, 
The kills and dates all round, 

Of Leader's haughs and Leader's ſide, 
O how I ble(v'd the ſound 1 

© the broom, &c. 


Not Tiviot's braes, ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare; 
2 3 
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1 Not Yarrow's banks in flow'ry May; 
| | Nor the buſh aboon Traquair ; 
19] More pleaſing {ar are Cowdeoknows, 
| My peaceful happy home, 
1 Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve among the broom. 
© the broom, &c. 


SONG CCC. 


1 Im 


Tune, — / Infancy, G. 
Written at the requeſt of a Lady. 


F you can tell, ye muſes, ſay, 

| Where dwells the lovely maid 

| That bloſſom'd in the pride of May 

| Near yonder myrtle ſhade ? 

| Direct me where the fair to find, 

Y Ye bright celeftial powers ! 

| Oh bring me where, with peace reſigu'd, 
3te blooms amid the flowers. 


| In vain I ſearch the groves. around, 
| And every ſyivan ſcene ; 
| Among the woods ſhe is not found, 
| Nor waiiders o'er the green. 
| O come then, fair one, to my breaſt, 
| And every pain remove ; 

: Within theſe arms be ever bleſt 

With conſtancy and love, 


| | 
| FFF 
| . SONG CCCI, 


A favourite Scots Song. 


we" + 


| HEN firſt the eaſt begins to dawn, 
| And nature's beauties riſe, 
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The lark reſumes her mattins ſweet, 
And {ſeeks the yielding Kies: 

The roſy light that glads her muſe, 
Dear to her breait mut be; 

But not ſv dear, wy ſhepherd knows, 
As Damon is to me. 


In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
\Whoſe ſweet alternate notes, 

En pretty ſongs of love prolong, 
The muſic is their throats : 

Dear to the lover's flatt'ring breaſt 
The fair one's note muſt be ; 

But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Damon is to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 

KRobb'd of her callow young, 
In yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And ſtill her woes ſhe ſung : 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowtul cou'd be, 

But I far greater woes mult (hare 
Were Damon torn from me, 


N . 1. N. . N N KN r 2. 1. . ft ASIAN 
SONG CCCH, 


Summer. 


HEN the trees all their beautiful verdure renew, 
And the meadows look charningly gay, 
Wohea ſmiling creation looks blooming to view, 
Replete with the beauties of Mey; 


When the light-hearted ſhepherd chants muſical rains, 
As he pipes to his flocks on the hill, 

And the lambkins delighted ſkip blyth o'er the plains, 
Or friſk by the murmuring rill; 
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Not Varrow's banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair: 
More pleaſing far are Cowdenknows, 

My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve among the broom, 
© the broom, &c. 
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Tune, — /n Infancy, Cc, 


„3 


iWritten at the requeſt of a Lady. 


F you can tell, ye muſes, ſay, 
Where dwells the lovely maid 
That bloſſom'd in the pride of May 
Near yonder myrile ſhade ? 
Direct me where the fair to ſiud, 
Ye bright celeftial powers ! 
Oh bring me where, with peace reſigu'd, 
Ste blooms amid the flowers, 


— vp” = eu — + — — — Oe Rt 


In vain I ſearch the groves around, 


| And every ſyivan ſcene ; 
5 Among the woods ſhe is not found, 
Nor waiiders o'er the green. 
O come then, fair one, to my breaſt, 
And every pain remove ; 
; Within theſe arms be ever bleſt 


With conſtancy and love, 
OIESTSSSSCHSSSOKSCI GUESS 0, 
SQ: M..£:..CCET. 


A favourite Scots Song, 


HEN firſt the eaſt begins to dawn, 
And nature's beauties riſe, 
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The lark reſumes her mattins ſweet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies : 

The roſy light that glads her muſe, 
Dear to her breait muſt be; 

But not ſu dear, wy ſhepherd knows, 
As Damon is to me. 


In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
| Whoſe ſweer alternate notes, 

Fn pretty ſongs of love prolong, 
The muſic is their throats : 

Dear to the lover's flattUring breaſt 
The fair one's note muſt be ; 

But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Damon is to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
¶obbꝰ d of her callow young, 

In yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And itill her woes ſhe ſung : 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More forrowtul cou'd be, 

But I far greater woes muſt (hare 
Were Damon torn from me, 
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Summer. 


HAN the trees all their beautiful verdure renew, 
And the meadows look chariningly gay, | 
7 Whea ſmiling creation looks blooming to view, ; 
S | Replete with the beanties of Mey; 


When the light-hearted ſhepherd chants muſical rains, 
As he pipes to his flocks on the hill, 

And the lambkins delighted ſkip blyth o'er the plains, 
Or friſk by the murmuring rill ; 
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When the cows round the country a gadding repair; 
Or beneath the cool ſhade ſhun the heart ; 

When the crimſon- cheek'd milk- maid does kindly preparc 
For her ſweat n a fyilabub treat; 


When the conntry girls wantonly ER in the deep, 
So cautious that all muſt be huth, 

Yet oft the {ly ruſtic procures a full peep, 
From tbe ſide of ſome lullock or buſh ; 


At eve when the lads and the laſſes do meer: 
In a circle to dance on the green, 

With native fimp'icity, void of deceit; 
And modeſty ſtamp'd on their mein; 


W hen the birds ſeem inſpir*d by the ſmiling ſerene, 
In muſical melody vie; 


And the hares *midit the corn fields they ſafely remain, 
Or ſecure in the green meadows he: 


In a ſuug rural cottage ſurrounded with trees, 


Where murmuring rivulets glide, 


My attendants be plenty, contentment and eaſe, 
In ſolitude let me reſide. 


r SS 
SONG CC Cl. 


See your Country righted, . 


OME ye lads who wiſh to ſhine - 
Bright in future ſtory, 


Haſte te arms, and form the line . 
That leads to martial glory, 4g . 


Charge the muſquet, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers, 

Tell the bluſtering ſons of France, 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And her flag is rearing, 
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A! ways find her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Heart of oak with ſpeed advance, 
Pour your navel thunder 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſquet, &c, 


Honour for the brave to ſhare 
Is the nobleſt booty; 
Guard your coalts, protect the fair, 
For that a Briton's duty, 
Charge the muſquet, &cs 


What if Spain to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance, 
All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance, 
Charge the muſquet, c. 


Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Manly aud united; , 
Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And ſee your country righted. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


s oOoN G ccav. 


Yourg Jamie. 


8 lads and laſſes gay, 
what my ſong diſcloſes; 
As I one . lleeping lay 
Upon a bank of roſes. 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chane'd ro fpy me; 
He touch'd his bonnet off his head, 
And ſoftly fat dow n by me. 


And he lov'd it as well as he did his own blood. 
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Jamie, tho? I right meikle priz'd, 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 

But with a frown my face difguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to ſend him. 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide down lying, 

His beating heart did thamp fo faſt, 
I though the lad was dying. 


% 


But till reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feigning, 
I often roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 
Poor Jamie baulk'd, no favour wins, 
Went off much diſcontented, 
But I in truth for all my ſins 
Ne' er half fo much repented. 


TC 
SONG CCCV, 


The Parſon, 


Par/on who had the remarkable foible, 
Of minding the bottle, much more than the Bib! 
Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplex'd 
In handling a tankard than handling a text. 
Derry down, &. 


Perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday, he cry'd, 
Make patience, my dearly beloved, your guide; 
And in, your diſtreſſes, your troubles and croſles, 
Remember tbe patience of Job in his loſles. 

Derry down, &c, | 

The parſon had got a ſtout caſk of {trong beer, 
By way of a preſent—no matter from where— 
Suffice it to know, it was toothſome and good, 


Derry down, &c. 
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While he the church-ſervice in haſte ramb!'d o- er, 
The hogs found a way thro' his eld cellar-door, 
And by the ſtrong ſcent to the beer- barrel led, 

Had knock'd out the ſpigot, or cock, from its head, 
Derry down, &c. 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The uubidden gueſts quaff d it merrily round; 
Nor from their diverſion and merriment ceas'd, 
Till ev'ry hog there was as drunk as a beaſt, 

Derry down, &c, 


And now the grave lecture and pray'rs at an end, 
He brings along with him a neighbouring, friend, 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, 

And taſte his delightful October brew'd beer. 
Derry down, &c. 


The dinner was ready, the things were laid ſnug, 
Here, wife, ſays the parſon, go fetch up a nug; 
But a mug of what he had ſcarce time to tell her, 
When, vonder, ſaid ſhe, are the hogs in the cellar ! 

Derry down, &c, 


To be ſure they've got in when we were at pray'rs ; 
To be fare you're a fool, ſaid he, get you down ſtairs, 
And bring what I bid you, or ſee what's the matter, 
For now 1 myſeif hear a grunting and clatter, 

Derry down, &c. 


She went; and, returning, with ſorrowful face, 
In ſuitable phraſes related the caſe : 
He rav'd like a madman about in the room, 
And then beat his wife and the hogs with the broom : 
Derry down, &c. 


Lord! huſband, ſaid ſhe, what a coil you keep here, 
About u poor beggarly barrel of beer ; 
You ſhould “ in you troubles, miſchances and crofes, 
Remember the patience of Job ia his loſſes,” 
Derry down, &c, 
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A p—x upon Job ! cried the prieſt in a rage, 
That beer, I dare ſay, was near ten years of age, 
But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife, 
For Job never had ſuch a caſk in his life. 

Derry down, &c. 


Now, neighbour, while at the poor vicar you grin, 
Your caſe, let me tell you's not better a pin ; 
With goodneſs aud wiſdom your theory back'd is, 
But you're, ten to one, knave and fool in your practice: 
Derry down, &. 


Whoever you are, I'll be fworn you're no ſaint : 
Would you mend—then yourſelf with your failings ac. 
quaint”; 
Theſe conquer, and then give advice, if you chaſe, 
For who'd give you thanks for a thing you cau't uſe, 
Derry down, &c. 


©SSOOSSSSOIDNCSOOSCESSUNNSD 
SONG CCCVI 


Light of the Moon. 


HEN fairies dance late in the grove, 
And revels in night's awful doom, 
Say, will you meet me ſweet love 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


But ſay, will you never deceive 
The laſs you have conquer'd ſo ſoon, 
Nor leave poor Flavilla to grieve 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


That planet ſhall ſtart from its ſphere 
Or I prove ſo faithleſs a loon ; 

Dear laſſie, li baniſh thy fears, £5 ks 
I ſwear by the light of the moon. 


Sweet, ſweet is the jeſſamine grove, 
And ſweet is the roſes is June; 


ll of 
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But ſweeter the language of love 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon, 


Slow rolls the channels of day, 
Unwilling to grant me my boon ; 
Away, deareſt ſunſhine, away, 
Give place to the light of the moon, 


The nightingale warbles her lay, 
Enlivens the gloom with her ſong, 

And glad at the abſence of day, 
Invites the pale light of the moon. 


SONG CCCVII, 
The Oyſter Girl. 


HERE was a clever comely girl 
Juſt come to town from Glo'ſter, 
And ſhe did get her livelihood 
By crying Milton oyſters, 
Aud ſhe did get her livelihood, &c. 


She carried a baſket under her arm, 
in the genteeleſt poſture, 

And every day and ev'ry nigut 
Cry'd, Buy my Milton oyſters, 


It happened on a certain day, 

As going thro? the cloyſters, 

She met a Lord ſo fine and gay 
Would buy her Milton oyſters, 


He ſaid, young damſel, go with me, 
Indeed I'm no impoſtor. 

But ſhe kept crying in his ear, 
Come buy my Milton oyſters. 

Aa 
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At length ſhe reſolv'd with him to go, 
Whatever it might coſt her, 

And be no more obliged to cry, 
Come buy my Milton oyſters, 


And now ſhe is a lady gay, 

For Billingſgate has loſt her, 
She goes to maſquerade and play, 
No more cries Milton oyſters. 

She goes to maſquerade, &c. 


S O NG CECVIIT, 
T wine weel the Plaiden, 
A favourite Stots Song, 


I ha'e loſt my filken ſnood, 
That tied my hair ſae yellow; 
I've gi'en my heart to the lad I lov'd, 
He was a pallaat fellow. 
And twine it weel, my bonny dow, 
And twine it weel the plaiden ; 
The latlie loft her ſilken ſnood, 
In pu'ing of the bracken. 


He prais'd my e'en, ſae bonny blue, 
Sae lilly white my ſkin, O; 
And ſyne he pried my bonny mou”, 
And ſwore it was nae fin, O. 
Aud tu ine it weel, 8&c. 


Bat be has left the la he loo'd, 
His ain true love forſaken, 
Which gars me ſair to greet the ſnood 
J loſt among the bracken. 
And twine jt weel, &c, 
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. SONG CCCIX. | 
| In Airy Dreams, | 


N aicy dreams ſoft fancy flies, | 
1 My abſent love to ſee; | "= 
And with the early dawn] riſe, | 

Dear youth to think cn thee, 


How (wiftly flew the roſy hours, | | 
While love and hupe were new ; | 

Sweet as the breath of op'nivg flowers, 
But ah! as tranſient too. 


As” W. 


MACON MM MMM | 
$ONG CCCKX, f 
The Parting Lovers. | 


INCE glory calts I muſt away, 
Dear Nancy, why thele tears ? 
Thy Wiltiam's duty is to ſway 
His (word, and ſcorn all fears, 


— A eeci=. es, ar. 


With gillant Rodney on the main, 
We'll dare each boſtile foe; 
And firmly brave the worſt of pain, 
Nor fear no fatal blow. 


What if a ball ſnould end my cares, 
Let not my love repine ; 
Believe the heart which ſcorn'd all fears, 
Till death was only thine, 
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8s oN G CCCxl. 
Cantata by Mrs Weiſchell. 


RTCITATIVE. 
OUNG Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo", 
The nymph he lov'd lov'd him, but was a prude ; 

At length, reſolv'd no longer to endure 
Thoſe crnel frowns, thoſe frowns that work'd his cure ; 
He left the maid, and ſought a kinder fair: 
Now Daphne mourns her folly in deſpair. 
Ye nymphs be warn'd, and make your lovers ſure ; 
The heart your ſmiles can wound, your frowns will curc. 


AIR. 
Nymphs be kind, and you ſhall find 
Your graces will improve ; 
Gentle ſmiles, ſoft pleaſing wiles, 
Are all the arms of love | 


Scorn to teaze the heart you've won, 
Quick take the favour'd ſwain ; 
Nor frown on theſe by love undone, 
When ſmiles might ſooth their pain. 
Da Capo. 


FLEET TIFF, 
 $ONG CCCXIL 
Love's the Tyrant of the Heart. 
4 FOES Cantata. 
OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe, 


All his joys are full af ſmart, 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 


RECITATIVL. 
Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 
By folly, not by love betray d; 


r ea 
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Ye fair, while virtue ſteels your breaſt, 
Fond love can ne'er diſturb your reſt, | 
AIR. | 


How ſweet is love, when virtue's guide, | 
How cranquil is the mind, | 
* As ſmoovth as ſummer's peaceful tide, 

80 As grateful and as kind. 
The morning breaks ſerenely clear, 

4 To welcome in the day, 
The evening comes without a fear, 

And love our toils repay. 


re. ANN NN EEE . b. K EET . NN. . 5 
SONG CCCXIH, 
There are Women as artful as they. 


Sung by Mrs Wrighten at Vauxhall. 


Y pride is to hold all mankind in my chain, 

| The conqueſt I prize, rho” the flaves I diſdain. 
I'll teaze them and vex them, 
I'll plague and perplex. them, | 

Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, | 

Pll ſhow them a woman as artful as they, 


armies mm 9 4 


* | 
Young Damon purſued. me, and Strephon, vain youth, 
Fhey meant to deceive, yet they boaſted of truth; o 
They kneeb'd and they trembl'd, | 5 
I (mild a diflembl'd ; : 
I ſaw all their arts were but meant to betray, 1 
And prov'd there were women as artful as they, 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive ; | 
Their chanting and whining, | | | 

Their vghing and pining, > 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray z | 
Then prove there are women as artful as they. 
A a 3 
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s oN G cccxi. 
Cantata by Mrs Weiſchell. 


RTCITXATIV. 
OUNG Damon long had lov'd, and long had wood, 
The nymph he lov'd lov'd him, but was a prude ; 

At length, reſolv'd no longer to endure 
Thoſe crnel frowns, thoſe frowns that work'd his cure ; 
He left the maid, and ſought a kinder fair: 
Now Daphne mourns her folly in deſpair. 
Ye nymphs be warn'd, and make your lovers ſure; 
The heart your ſmiles can wound, your frowns will cure. 


| AIR. 
Nymphs be kind, and you ſhall find 
Your graces will improve ; 
Gentle ſmiles, ſoft pleaſing wiles, 
Are all the arms of love! 


Scorn to teaze the heart you've won, 
Quick take the favour'd ſwain ; 
Nor frown on thoſe by leve undone, 
When ſmiles might ſooth their pain. 
Da Capo. 


FEET EET, 


 $ONG CCCXIL 
Love's the Tyrant of the Heart. 
A favourite Cantata. 


OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe, 
All his joys are full uf (ſmart, 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 


RECiTATiVE. 
Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 


By folly, not by love betray d; 


: 


OF CHOICE SONGS, a8 | 


Ye fair, while virtue ſteels your breaſt, 
Fond love can ne'er diſturb your reſt, 


elle —— 


AIR, 
How ſweet is love, when virtues guide, 
How tranquil is the mind, 
As (mouth as ſummer's peaceful tide, 
As grateful and as kind. 


The morning breaks ſerenely clear, | | 
To welcome in the day, | 
The evening comes without a fear, | 
And love our toils repay. | 


C 


SO NG CCCXIH, | 

There are Women as artful as they, | 

Sung by Mrs Wrighten at Vauxhall. | 

Y pride is to hold all mankind in my. chain, | 

| The conqueſt I prize, rho” the ſlaves 1 diſdain. 
Ill teaze them and vex them, 


I'll plague and perplex them, 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, | 
Pl ſhow them a woman as artful as they. 


#*% 


Young Damon purſued me, and Strephon, vain youth, 
Fhey meant to deceive, yet they boaſted of truth * 
| They kneeb'd and they trembi'd, ö 

I ſmil'd a2 diflembl'd ; i 
I ſaw all their arts were but meant to betray, ' 
And prov'd there were women as artful as they, | 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive ; | 
Their chianting and whining, 

| Their ſüghing and pining, > f 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray; | 
Then prove there are women as artiul as they. |; 
Aa3 W 
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CATCHES AND GLEES, 


— — CLI 
CATCH; 
Every Man ia his Humour, 


Love buſtle, crouds, and rattle, 
Sound of trumpets, coaches, battle, 
I hatemoife, roar and riot; | 
Storms and tempeſts break iny quite -—- 
S 1g, yet active, be my {tation ; - 
I'm in love with moderation. 


COS OS USOSSCOS I SSOCSSSSSSHSS 


CAT CH. For taree Voices, 


*INCE my Philiis has fallen to my ſhare, 


In a bumper In driak, I'll drink to the fair; 


And the man here who envy me molt. 


Let hin bid me fay more, ſay more, ſay more, to the tos. 


For a larger li con, ſoon change my cup 


To the brim full, to the brim foll, fill the conſtable, 


To the brim fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the conſtable vp. 


F 
Introduction of the Bowl, 


For four Voices, 


OE my boys, the fuming bowl, 
Let Jolly bun ers take their round, 


— — — . 
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Rapture ſeize on every ſoul, 
Till loud each chearful voice reſuund, 
Power and wealth, beanty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd, 
Joy abound, pleaſure found, 
Oniy when the glafs go round. 
ATH. 
UO H Jack, on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 
I've à mind we ſhould fudile our noſes with 
claret ; 
Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you think, ! 
Fiz on you, fays Jack, win can live without drink: | 
I'll ne'er baulk my wine, here's to thy diſpoſe. | 
Tom pretends not to drink, prey look at his noſes 


JISSS UL GS SS IARRIG TOTO TITS 
CATCH for the Times. 


# French are come, and Spanjards too; 
You lie, you lie, you lie ; 

Whene'er they come, the joke they'il rue 
Much more than you or . 


The foe is gone to come again; 
You lie, you he, you ue; 

To morrow brings us news from Spein, 
Believe it you— Not l. 


$0 ring the changes round and round, 
You lie, you lie, you lie; 

No truth on land or tea is found, 

” You ſwear it— % Go], 


* 
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| CATCH, 
For three Voices. 


OME friends and companions, let's take a full glaſs, 
| Aud each drink a health to his favourite laſs, 

| And each drink a health, 

| And each drink a health, 

And each drink a health to his favourite lafs, 

Aud each drink a health, &. 


With wine and with love let the evening be crown'?, 
Let no envy or diſcord among vs be found, 
With heart free from trouble we chearfvully ſing, 
Hnzza for our country! huzza fur our King! 
Huzza for our country, &c. 


CATCH. 
For three Voices. 
HY ſhe not care enough, care enongh, care enough, 
Had ſhe not care enongh of the old man? 
She wed him, fhie fed him, and to the bed ſhe led him, 
For ſeven long winters ſhe helped him on; 


But oh ! hon ſhe nigl'd him, nigl'd him, nigl'd him! 
Oh! how ſhe nighYd him all the night long. 


FP 
CC. . 


HEN next ſhall we meet, to be merry and gay! 
With love, wine, and. malic we've made out the 
day; 
Adjourn then, adjourn, for to morrow's decreed 
A new day for pleaſure ; (ay, are we agreed! 


OF CHO!CE SONGS, 283 


No, no, I'll not ſtir from a cann of ſuch cheer, 
Come, come when you will, you ſhall find I am here- 


F 


CATCH, 


For three Volces, 


HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah me! what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art cliou love? 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt, 


With gentle ſmiles aſſunge the pain 
Theſe gentle ſmiles did fit ſt create; 
And tho' you cannot love again, 
3 In pity, ah! forbear to hate! 
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CATCH 
}, | For tree Voices. 
1, - DHILLIS, my faireſt, how can yon deny me? 


So conſtant a lover ſure never came nigh thee ;. 4 
Conſtant in love, ever faithful in duty, | 
Bewitch'd by thy charms, and enſlav'd by thy beauty: 
Nay, ſuch is thy power, I vow and declare, 

That I'm rais'd up to heaven, or plung'd down to de- 
ſpulr. 


* . % % * T 1 K- . IIS * * * f 
ic | C4AF-0 3. 
For three Voices. 


OW merrily tooks the man that hath gold ? 
He ſeemeth but twenty, tho? threefcore years old 
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How nimble the bee that flieth about, 

Aud gathereth honey within and without ! 
But men without money, 

And bees without honey, 

[ Are nothing better than drones. 
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The Toaſt. Written by Mr Cunningham, 


For three Voices. 


IVE the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial and gay, 
And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away ; 
Here's the King— take your bumpers, my brave Britiſk 
ſouls, 
Who guards your freedom ſhould crown your full bowls, 
Let him live-—long and happy —ſee Lewis brought down, 
And taſte all the comforts—no cares of a crown, 


CATCH, 


Wie which is the road to a place of good chear : ? 

For hunger and thirit want a houſe that is near. 

To the right, then the left, tis as ſtraight as a line; 

Then this (ide, then that fide, look ſharp for the lign ! 

When you come to the guide poſt, you'll fee the green 
man, 

To dinner, to dinner, as faſt as you can! 
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CATCH. 
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ARON thus propos'd to Moſes, 
Come let us fuddle, fuddle our noſes ; 


eas 


OF CHOICE SONG 
Moſes reply'd again to Aaron, 


T will do us more hem than you re aware ou; 


Wine has a celeſtial charm in't, 

Therefore there can be no harm 

If you won d be Azron's brother,” 

Then whip off ih's bottle, and call for another, 


cc eL e Nc c 
G L E E. 
For two Voices, 
MIDST rhe myrtles as I walk, 
Love and myſelf thus enter talk: 


Tell me, faid 1 in deep diſtreſs, 
Where I may find my ſhepherdeſs. 
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For three Voices. 


F you truſt before you try 
You may rep-nt before you die, 


You may repent before you die. 
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G . E 3 
The Sheep ſhearing Feaſt, 


O ſheep ſhear my boys! pipe and tabour ſtrike up, 
Let's not loſe a moment, but put round the cup! 

Our wool is all hous'd, and our tot now is o er, 
Our bara is well ſtock a, 4:4 we'll dance on the floor. 


Come, neighbours |! with hearts and with voices in tune, 


No time's like our feſtival theep-ſhear in June; 
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For only with day-light our frolic ſhall ceaſe : 
Here's liquor and mirth ! and ſucceſs to the fleece ! 


MNXNWMN NN NN NN CMN KOO 
TELL: 
For three Voices, 


RM, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
| Let us live free, or let us die; 
Trumpets ſounding, banners flying, 
Braving tyrants, chains defying. 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die, 
Liberty ! Liberty ! Liberty ! Liberty ! 


EEGCCEIOEDESDDOD LY SSLCDDIMDDDLDSSISST:; 
Summer, a Glee. 


HERE the murmuring river flows, 
Where the trembling willows play, 

We enjoy a cool repoſe, 

From the buſy glare. of day : 
Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt, 

Every paflion ſhould be ſtill, 
Every thought is lull'd to reſt 

By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 


CC 
61 EE. 
For four Voices, 
| FYOME, my boys, let's jovial be, 
While we all are full of glee, 


To be ſad it is a fin, 
And old Care, we'll baniſh him : 


| 
| 
! 


** 


or CHOICE SONGS, 285 


But Anacreon, the ſage, 


— a 


Shall rule us this preſent age. 


Come, then, let us in chorus join 


To Bacchus, god of mirth and wine, 
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TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


AY he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 
May we draw upon content for the deficiencies of 
fortune. 
May we never ſpeak to offend, nor hear to betray, 
May we learn to be frugal before we are obliged to be ſo, 


© 


May the feeling heart poſſeſs the fortune which the nuſer 


abuſes, 

May power be influenced only by juſtice. 

May authority be amiable without debaſing its dignity. 

May the deſires of our heart be yirtuous, and thoſe de- 
fires be gratified. 

Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

The circle of our female acquaintance, 

May virtue be our armour when wickedneſs is our af- 
ſailant. | | 

May we fly from the temptations which we cannot reliſt, 

May virtue always prove victorious. | 

To the honeſt fellow that loves bis bottle at night and 
his buſineſs in the morning. 

May we be happy when alone, and chearful when in 
company. 

Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of their country. 


May we never get into a bad cauſe, and never fly from 


a good one. 

May we never deſire what we cannot obtain, 

May we always forget when we forgive an injury. 

The ſweets of ſenſibility without the bitters, 

Every thing of fortune but her inſtability. 

May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit rather than money. 

The man who dares be honeſt in the worſt of times, 

May fortune be always attendant on virtue. | 

May genius and merit never want a friend. | 

May the evening's diverſion bear the morning's reflection. 
0 Ly, 
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290 TOASTS and SENTIMENTS, 


May we never want a friend and a bottle to give him, 

Riches without pride, or poverty without theanneſs. 
May hope be the phyſician when calamity is the diſeaſe, 

Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful, 

Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it, 

May providence unite the hearts that love, 

May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs, 

Zucceſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes, 

Delicate pleaſure to ſuſceptible minds, 

Health, Joy, and mutual love, 

Conſtancy i in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip. 

Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit, 

May no coward wear a red coat, nor no hypocrite : 

black. 

May the armies of Great Britain always be ſucceſsful ir 
a good cauſe, and never be employed in a bad one, 
To the true patriot “ who dies with pleaſure for u. 

&& country's good,” 

Perdition to the man that owes his greatneſs to his copn. 
1 try's ruin. 
| Vigour and unauimity to the friends of the conſtitution, 
ö May the people of England always oppoſe a bad mini. 
1 try, and give vigour to a good one, 
| May the King form a government of unanimity, and 
| from that baſis ſhake the world around. 
The hearts that ſympathy unite, may Hymen join, 
May we form good wiſhes, and enjoy them all. 
Plenty of pleaſure, and the pleaſures of plenty. 
May real merit be rewarded in the arms of virtue. 

: Sacceſs to our hopes, and diſappointment to our fears, 
May the wretched this moment be happy the next. 
May the joys of imagination be realized. 

Onr friends and favourites and onr favourite friends, 
May Pallas's ſhie li protect whom Mars crowns; 

May the laurels wither on the warrior's brow wen he 
betrays innocence, 

Sincerity in friendſinp, and conſtancy in love, 

A conſtam ſupply to the purſe of the chearful giver, 

B-outy without affectation, and virtue without parade, 

*  Sipcerity before marriage, and fidelity afterwards, 

May bur joys multiply, and our cares decreaſe. 
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TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, &. ö 


Chearfulneſs, content, and competency, 
May the brow of the brave never. want a wreath of laurel. 
Health in freedom, and content in bondage, 
May the friends of good-humour never have the vapours. 
The heart that feels, and the hand that gives. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. | 
Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth without noiſe. 
Judgment in the choice, and moderation in our enjoy» 
ments; 

Tnclination to confer, and gratitude to remember favours, 
May we be as unwilling to give as to receive an injury. 
The four H's Happy are we met, 

Happy have we been, 

Happy may we part, and 

Happy meet again, 


| 


The EDINBURGH BUCK: An Epilogue, =Written by 
R. FERGUSON, and ſpoken by Mr Wilſon, in the 
Theatre- Royal, 


YE who oft finiſh care in Lethe's cup, 
Who love to ſwear, and roar, and—#eep it vp, 


Liſt' to a brother's voice, whoſe ſole delight 


Is /leep all day, and riot all the night. 


Laſt night, when potent dravghts of mellow wine 
Did ſober reaſon into wit renne: 
When luſty Bacchus had contriv'd to drain 
The ſullen vapours from our ſhallow brain, 
We ſally'd forth, (for valour's dazzling ſun 
Up to his bright meridian had run) 
And, like renowned Quixote and his *Squire, . 
Spoils and adventures were our ſole deſire. 


Firſt we approach'd a ſeeming ſober dame, 
Preceded by a lantaorn's pallid flame, 
Borne by a livery'd puppy's ſervile hand, 
The ſlave obſequious of her ſtern command. 
% Curſe on thole cits,” ſaid I, „ who dare diſgrace 
% Our fireets at midnight with a ſober face; 
„Let never tallow chandler give them light, 
Fo guide them thro? the dangers of the night.” 
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1 10407 
Tue valet's cane we ſnatch'd, and, demme 1 


Made the frail lanthorn on the pavement lie. 


The Guard, {till watchful of the liege's harm, 
With flow-pac'd motion ſtalk'd at the alarm. 
te Guard, ſeize the rogues!” —the angry madam cry'd,- 


And all the Guard with=Ceaſe ta rogue—reply'd, 


As in a war there's nothing judg'd fo right, 
As a concerted and prudential flight, 
So we, from Guard and ſcandal to be freed, 
Left them the field, and burial of their dead. 


Next we approach'd the bounds of George's Square : 
Bleſt place ! No watch, no conſtables come there, 
Now had they borrow'd Argus“ eyes who ſaw us, 
All was made dark and deſolate as chaos : 
Lamps tumbl'd after lamps, and loſt their luſtres, 
Like Doomſday, when the ſtars ſhall fall in cluſters, 
Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew 
From chryſtal gems, when Phoebus came in view: 
Each ſhatter'd orb ten thouſand fragments ſtrews, 
And a new ſun in ev'ry fragment ſhews, 


Hear then, my Bucks! how drunken fate decreed u: 
For a nocturnal viſit to the Meadows; 
And how we, vaProus champions! durſt engage 
O deed unequall'd ! —both the Bridge and Cage, 
The rage of perilous winters which had ſtood, 
This *gainſt the wind, and that againſt the flood ; 
But what nor wind, nor flood, nor heav'n cou'd bend e'er, 
We tumbl'd down, my Bucks, and made ſurrender. 


What are your far fam'd warriors to us, 
Bout whom hiſtorians make ſuch mighty fuzz : 
Poſterity may think it was uncommon, 
hat Troy ſhould be pillag'd for a woman 
Zut onr's your ten years ſieges will excel, 

And juſtly be eſteem'd the nonpareil. 
Our cauſe · is lighter than a dame's betrothing, 


For all theſe mighty feats have ſprung from nothing. 
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